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PREFACE 

The Power of Darhuu, Tolstoy's first and greatest play, 
was not written until he was fif^y-eight years of age, and 
it was not allowed to be performed in Russia till some 
years later. Both there and elsewhere abroad it was 
highly successful on the stage, as was also the comedy, 
FrviU of Culture, which hi; wrote three years later, to be 
performed by his own family and their friends. 

The only other play published during his lifetime, 
The Firtt DiitiUtr, is a very slight piece of no par- 
ticular dramatic importance. It was written in the cause 
of temperance. 

Besides these, be left three other plays finished, or 
nearly finished, when he died. 

The Hot CorpK (which in English has also been called 
The Man who wot Dead) is the one best adapted for ths 
stage. The Cmue ofilAU is, like The Firtt Dulitler, a short 
and unimportant piece dealing with the etTect-t of drink. 
The most interesting, not dramatically but psychologi- 
cally, of the three is The Light Shiaet im Darhiett, which 
was left in an unfinished state. In it Tolstoy presents 
his own case, and deals with the contradiction that existed 
and has so often been commented on, between practice 
and theory in his own life and teaching. 

For the purpose of the play he greatly simplified hia 
own highly complex personality, and, though many of the 
details and characters are drawn from life with extra- 
ordinary exactitude, the picture presented is not one which 
all the people concerned are disposed to regard as quite 
&ir to themselves. 
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PREFACE 



The Pitner of Darknas, Tolstoy's first and greatest jjlay, 
was not writti^ii until he was fifty-eight years of age, and 
it was not allowed to be performed in Russia till some 
years later. Both there and elsewhere abroad it was 
highly successful on the stage, as was also the comedy, 
FmiU of Culture, which h'-. wrote three years later, to be 
perfoi-mcd by his own family and their friends. 

The only other play published during his lifetime. 
The Firtt Distiller, is a very slight piece of no par- 
ticular dramatic importance. It was written in the cause 
of temperance. 

Besides these, he left three other plays finished, or 
nearly finished, when he died. 

The Live Corpte (which in English has also been called 
The Man rrho not Dead) is tlie one best adapted for tha 
stage. The Cause of it AU is, like The Firtt Distiller, a short 
and unimportant piece dealing with the effects of drink. 
The most interesting, not dramatically but psyehologi- 
I cally, of the three is The Light Shinei in Darknetr, which 
I was left in an unfinished state. In it Tolstoy presents 
his own case, and deals with the contradiction that existed 
and has so often been commented on, between practice 
and theory in his own life and teaching. 

For the purpose of the play he greatly simplified his 
. own highly complex personality, and, though many of the 
L details and characters are drawn from life with extra- 
L ordinary exactitude, the picture presented is not one which 
I all the people concerned are disposed to regard as quite 
I frir to themselves. 



„„...,Gd 




jbyGoogIc 



Prcfecc xt 

Scbool of Russian Studies bos prepared and privately cir- 
culated a scheme, which deserves to be, and is likel; to be, 
geoerally adopted. It differs in some particulars from the 
plan I have followed heretofore; but the advantage to 
Anglo-Russian literature of the general adoption of a 
uniform and authoritative rule will be so great that I 
hasten to put myself in accord with the Liverpool scheme, 
without even waiting for it to be publicly promulgated. 

The result of so doing however is that in the three 
earlier plays now reprinted from stereotype plates tlie 
transliteration does not quite coincide with the plan 
adopted in the three freshly translated plays. For this 
discrepancy I must ask the readers' kind indulgence. 
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THE POWER OF DARKNESS 

m 
IF A CLAW IS CAUGHT THE BIRD IS LOST 

A DRAMA IN FIFE ACTS 
(1886) 
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CHARACTERS 



PETBR lanXtitca. A weU-to-do prowint, 42 yart old, marned 
Jbr the teeond time, and tickly. 

anIsva. nu mfe,Z2 yean old, fond of dreta. 
AKOGiiKA. Peter't daughter by hUfirfl marriage, 16 year* old, 
hard qfheorins, mentallg undevtloped. 

NAN (anna FETHiivNA). Ett daughler by hi» iteorut marriage, 10 
years old. 

nikIta. Their labouTtr, 25 yean old, fond of drett. 
AKIH. Nikita't father, Iflyeartohl, a plain-looking, fiod-fearing 
peatanl, 

NATRvdNA. Hia ict/e anrf Nikita't mother, 60 yf^ire old. 
lIAKf^A. An orphan girl, 22 yearx old. 

lA. Feter'e 
HiTRitcH. ^n old labourer, ex-eoldirr. 
. Marina't huebund. 

. Engaged to AkotiHna. 
jvAk. Hit father. 




a' meutioned is the uBual large, brick. Run 
The Uip of it ouUide JB flat, lu that more I 



t, Google 



THE POWER OF DARKNESS 



ACT I 

Tke Act takeM place m aututtm in a targe milage. Th* 
Scent repretentt Peter t roon^ hU, Peter U fitting on a wooden 
bench, mending a horte-collar. AnUya and Atoulhta an 
tpiming, and tinging a part-nng. 

PETER [looting oitt of the tnnifoni] The hones luve 
got loose again. If we don't look out they'll be killing 
the colt NikfU! Hey, NikfU ! Is the fellow de«fP 
[IJitene. To the women] Shut up, one c&n't hear anything 

nikIta [Jnm oiOiide] Whatf^r*lftCfl.£S. 

PBTEH. Drive the horses io. 

nikIta. We'll drive 'em in. All in good time. 

PETER [thaiing hit head] [Ah, these labourers I If I 
were well, I'd not keep one on no account. There's 
nothing but bother with 'em. [Rttet and tiit do»m again] 
Nikfta! . . . It's no good shouting. One of you'd better 
go. Go, Akodl, drive 'em in. 

akoulIna. What? The hones? 

PETER. What else i> 

CAKouiiNA. All right [£'•']■ 
prrER. Ah, but he's a loafer, that lad^. . no good at 
all. Won't stir a finger if he can help it^ 

ANfsYA. You're so mighty brisk yourself! When you're 
not sprawling on the top of the oven you're squatting on 
the bench. - To goad others to work is all you're fit for. 
PETER. If one weren't to goad you on a bit, one 'd 
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■-4.'' The Power of Darkness 

have no roof left over ooi'a head before the year's out 
Oh what people I 

ANtevA. You go shoving a dozen jobs on to one's 
shoulders, and then do nothing but scold. It's easy to 
lie on the oven and give ordersj 

prrER [MgAwg] Oh, if 'twere not for this sickness that's 
got hold of me, I'd not keep him on another day. 

AKouLfNA [off the icene] Gee up, gee, woo. [A coll 
Height, the Mtamping of hortea' foet and the creaking of the gale 
are heard\. 

PBTBR. Bragging, that's what he's good at. I'd like to 
sack him, I would indeed. 

ANfsYA [mitgiitiag him] " Like to sack him." You buckle 
to yourself, and then talk. 

AKOULfNA [enlert] It's all I could do to drive 'em in. 
That piebald always will , . . 

PETER. And Where's Nikita ? 

akoulIna. Where's Nikita i Why, standing out there 
In the street. 

PETEB. What's he standing there for i 

AKOULJNA. What's he standing there for? He stands 
there jabbering. 

PBTEB. One can't get any sense out of her I Who's he 
jabbering with f 

arouUna [doet not hear] Eh, what? 

Peter matt her qff. She tilt down to her tpinning. 

nan [nuuitf^ in to her mother] Nildta's father and 
mother have come. They're going to take him away. 
It's true ! 

anIsya. Nonsense ! 

NAN. Yes. Blest if they're not! [Lattghing] I was 
just going by, and Nikita, be says, "Good-bye, Anna 
Petrdvna," he says, "you must come and dance at my 
wedding. I'm leaving you," he says, and laughs. 

anIsta [to her kutband] There now. Much he cares. You 
see, he wants to leave of himseUl " Sack him " indeed 1 
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Just as if I couldn't find 1 



PETER. Well, let hi 
somebody else. 

ANfsYA. And what about the money he' 



had : 



advf 



e? 



!faa tlandf liilcnmg at the door for airhile, and then aril. 

PETER [Jronming] The money ? Well, he can work it 
off in summer, anyhow. 

f AHfsYA. Well, of course you'll be glad if he goes and 
'you've not got to feed him. It's only me as'll have to 
work like a horse all the winter. That lass of yours 
isn't over fond of work either. And you'll be lying up on ; 
the oven, I know you. '■« 

PETER. VVhat's tlie good of wearing out one's tongue 
before one has the hang of the matter f 

ANfsvA. The yard's full of cattle. You've not sold the 
cow, and have kept all the sheep for the winter: feeding 
and watering 'cm alone takes all one's time, and you 
want lo i^ack the labourer. But I tell you straight, I'm not 
going to do a man's work ! I'll go and lie on the top of 
the oven same as you, and let everything go to poti 
You may do what you like. 

P3TEH [to jiitmlitta] Go and see about the feeding, 
will you? it's time. 

AKoVLiKA. The feeding? All right. ^I'uis on a coat 
and take* a rope]. — ^ 1 

anIsva. I'm not going to work for you. You go and / 
work yourself. I've had enough of it, so there I 

PKTER. That'll do. What are you raving about ? Like 
a sheep with the staggers ! 

ANisVA. You're a crazy cur, you are ! One gets neither 
work nor pleasure from you. Eating your fill, that's all 
you do, you palsied cur, you ! 

PETER \jipiu and puts on coai\ Faugh 1 The Lord have 
raerey ! I'd better go myself and see what's up, [£zitj, 

ANisYA \afier Aim] Scurvy long-nosed devil ! 

axoulIha. What are you swearing at dad for i 
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t ANisYA. Hold your noise, you idiot ! 

akoulJna Igoing to the door] I know why you're iwear- 
Ing at him. You're an idiot yourself, you bitch. I'm not 
afraid of you. 

ahIbya. What do you mean ? [Jutnpt up and looks round 
for tomefhing to hit her mlh] Mind, or I'll give jrou one 
with the poker. 

akoulIna [opening the door] Bitch t devil ! that's what 
you are ! Devil I bitch ! bitch 1 devil ! [Rmu off"]. 

ANisYA [pondert] "Gime and dance at aty wedding!" 
What new plan is this } Marry f Mind, NikfU, if that's 
your intention, I'll go and . . . No, I can't live without 
him. I won't let him go. 

MKfTA \etUen, lookt round, and geeing AnSn/a alone 
approaches quicklt/. In a Ion tone] Here's a go ; I'm in a 
regular fix ! That governor of mine wants to take me 
away, — tells me I'm to come home. Says quite straight 
I'm to marry and live at home. 

ANfsYA. Well, go and marry ! What's that to me ? 

NisfTA. Is that it? Why, here am I reckoning how 
best to consider matters, and just hear her ! She tells 
me to go and marry. Why's that? [IVinUng] Has she 
forgotten ? 

ANisYA. Yes, go and marry ! What do I care ? 

NiKfTA. What are you spitting forP Just see, she won't 
even let me stroke her. . . . What's the matter? 

ANisYA. This ! That you want to play me false. ... If 
you do, — why, I don't want you either. So now you know ! 

nikIta. That'll do, Anisya. Do you think I'll forget 
you ? Never while 1 live ! I'll not play you tUse, that's 
flat. I've been thinking that supposing they do go and 
make me marry, I'd still come back to you. If only he 
don't make me live at home. 

anIsya. Much need I'll have of you, once you're married. 
[ NiKh-A. There's a go now. How is it possible to go 
; against one's Other's will ? 
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The Power of Darkness 7'* 

an(sya. Yes, I daresay, shove it all on your father. 
Yoii know it's your own doing, You've long been plotting 
with that slut of yours, Marina. It's she has put you up 
to it. She didn't come here for nothing t'other day. 



. I care 



e didn't c 

nikIta. Marina? What's she to me.'' Much 
about her ! . . . Plenty of them buzzing around. 

ANfsvA. Then what has made your father come here? 
It's you have told him to. You've gone and deceived me. 

[&,■„]. 

Tnikita. Anisya, do you believe in a God or not? I 
never so much as dreamt of it. I know nothing at all 
about it. I never even dreamt of it — that's flat ! My old 
dad has got it all out of his own pate, 

AsfsYA. If you don't wish it yourself who can force you ? 



He 






like 



hikIta. Well, I reckon it's not possible to go against 
one's parent. But it's not by my wish. 

ANisVA. Don't you budge, that's all about it ! 

NiKfTA. There was a fellow wouldn't budge, and the 
village elder gave him such a hiding, . . . That's what 
it might come to ! I've no great wish for that sort of 
thing. They say it touches one up. ... 

lANfsYA. Shut up with your nonsense. Nikita, listen to 
mPT if you marry that Marina I don't know what I won't 
do to myself. ... 1 shall lay hands on myself! I have 
sinned, I have gone against the l^, but I can't go back 
now. If you go away I'll . . . . / 

NiniTA. Why should I go? Had 1 wanted to go — I 
should have gone long ago. There was Ivan Sem- 
yonitch t'other day — offered me a place as his coach- 
man. . . . Only fancy what a life that would have been ! 
But 1 did not go. Because, I reckon, 1 am good enough 
for any oue. Now if you did not love me it would be a 
different matter. 

ANfsVA. Yes, and that's what you should remember. 
STy old man will dit one of these fine days, I'm thinking ; 
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then we could cover our sin, make it all right and lawful, 
and then you'll be master here. 

NiKfTA. Where's the good of making plans ? What do 
I care ? I work as hard as if ! were doing it for myself. 
My master loves me, and his nnssus loves me. And if 
the wenches run after me, it's not my fault, that's flat 

anUva. And you'll love me? 

NiKJTA [embracing her] Therej as you have ever been 
in my heart . . . 

matbv6na [eiiler.t, and croxies herself a long lime before Ike 
ic6n. Nikrla and Aniiya slej> aparl] What 1 saw I didn't 
perceive, what I heard I didn't hearken to. /Playing with 
lhelass,eh> Well,— evenacalf will play. Why shouldn't 
one have some fun when one's young ? But your master 
is out in the yard a-cnlling you, sonnle. 

nikIta. 1 only came to get the axe. 

HATm-6NA. I know, sonnic, I know ; them sort of axes 
are mostly to be found where the women are. 

NikIta [iloopiiig lo pick up are] I say, mother, is it true 
you want me to marry? As I reckon, that's quite un- 
necessary. Besides, I've got no wish that way. 

iiatry6na. Eh, honey I why should you marry ? Go on 
as you are. It's all the old man. You'd better go, sonnie, 
we can talk these matters over without you. 

nikIta. It'saqueergo! One moment I'm to be married, 
the next, not. I can't make head or tail of it. [£j;i<]. 

liiiiiBV*. What's it all about then ? Do you really wieh 
him to get married ? 

matrviJna. Eh, why should he marry, roy jewel? It's 
all nonsense, all my old man's drivel. " Marry, marry." 
But he's reckoning without his host. You know the 
saying, "From oats and hay, why should horses stray?" 
When you've enough and to spare, why look elsewhere ? 
And BO in this case, ['f^init*] Don't i see which way the 
wind blows f 

anIsva. Where's- the good of my pretending to you, 
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Mother Matry6tM 7 You know «1) about it. I have 
stoned. I love your boh. 

iiatry6na. Dear me, here'i dcwb I D'you think Mother 
Mfttry6iM didn't know ? Eh, lassie, — Mother Matiy^na's 
been ground, and ground again, ground fine I This noch 
I can tell you, my jewel : Mother Matry6na can aee 
through a brick wall three feet thick. I know It all, my 
jewel ! I know what young wives need sleeping draughts 
for, BO I've brought some along. [Untiei a knot m her 
hamdktrduef and bringt out paper-packeU] As much as is 
wanted, I see, and what's not wanted I neither see nor 
perceive ! There I Mother MBtry6na has also been young. 
I had to know a thing or two to live with my old foot, I 
know seventy-and -seven dodges. But I see your old 
man's quite seedy, quite seedy I How's one to live with 
such as him ? Why, if you pricked him with a hay-fork 
it wouldn't fetch blood. See If you don't bury him before 
the spring. Then you'll need some one in the house. 
Well, what's wrong with my son ? He'll do as well as 
another. Then where's the advantage of my taking; him 
away from a good place 7 Am I my child's enemy ? 

anIbya. Oh, if only he does not go away. 

iiatry6na. He won't go away, birdie. It's all non- 
sense. You know my old man. His wits ore always 
wool-gathering; .yet sometimes he takes a thing into his 
ftta, and it's ai if it were wedged in, you can't knock 
it out with a hammer. 

ANfsYA. And what started this business ? 

MATRvdNA. Well, you see, my jewel, you yourself know 
what a fellow with women the lad is, — and he's liandsome 
too, though I say it as shouldn't Well, you know, he 
was living at the railway, and they had an orphan wench 
there to cook for them. Well, that same wench took to 
numing after him. 

ANfsYA. Marina? 

matrvAn*. Yes, the plague seiie her I Whether any- 
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thing happened or iiot, anvhow something got to my old I 
man's ears. Maybe he heard from the neighbours, maybe 1 
she's been and blabbed . . . 

ANisvA. Well, she is a bold hussy ! 

uatrv6n'a. So my old man — the old blockhead^-off* he 
goes : " Marry, marry," he says, " he must marry her and 
cover the sin," he says. "We must take the lad home," 
he says, "and he shall marry," he says. Well, I did my 
best to make him change his mind, but, dear me, no. 
So, all right, thinks I, — I'll try another dodge. One always 
has to entice them fools in this way, just pretend to be 
of tlieir mind, and when it comes to the point one goes 
and turns it all one's own way. You know, a woman has 
time to think seventy-and-seven thoughts while falling 
off the oven, so how's such as he to see through it? 
"Well, yes," says I, "it would be a good job, — only we 
must consider well beforehand. Why not go and see our 
son, and talk it over with Peter Ign^titch and hear what 
he has to say ? " So here we are. 

ANfsVA. Oh dear, oh dear, how will it all end? Suj)- 
posing liis father just orders him to marry her ? 

HAT Rv6ti A. Orders, indeed. Chuck his orders to the 
dogs ! fPo n't you worry ; that affair will never come off, 
I'll go to your old man myself, and sift and strain this 
matter clear— there will be none of it left. I have come 
here only for the look of the thing. A very likely thing! 
Here's my son living in happiness ind expecting happi- 
ness, and I'll BO and match him with « slut I No fear, 
I'm not a fooI?T. 

ANisvA. And she — this Marina — came dangling after him 
here ! Mother, would you believe, when they said he was 
going to marry, it was as if a knife had gone right through 
my heart. I thought he cared for her, 

JmatryAna. Oh, my jewel ! Why, you don't think him 
such a fool, that he should go and care for a homeless bag- 
gage like that? Niklt« is a sensible fellow, you see. He 
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kpowB whom to la ye. So don't you go »nd fret, my 
jeweL We'll not take him away, and we won't marry 
him. No, we'll let him stay on, if you'll only oblige ut 
with a little roo ne^J 7. : ■' ■ ■ 

ANfsvA. All I CnSw it, that I could not Uve if NikiU ' 
went away. 

matry6na. Naturally, when one's young it's no eaay 
matter I You, a wench in full bloom, to be living with the 
dregs of a man like that husband of yours. 

ANfsvA. Mother Matry6na, would you believe It } I'm 
that sick of him, that sick of this long-nosed cur of mine, 
I can hardly bear to look at him. 

iiatry6na. Yes, I see, it's one of them cases. Just 
look here, \lookM round and mhitpert] I've been to see that 
old roan, you know — he's given me simples of two kindsL 
This, you see, is a sleeping draught. "Just give him one ' 
of these powders," he toys, " and he'll sleep so souail you 
njight. jum£^^ hjm ! " And this here, " This is that kind 
of simple," he says, "that if you give one some of it to 
drink it has no smell whatever, but It* strength is very 
great There are seven doses here, a pinch at a time. 
Give him seven pinches," he says, "and she won't have . 
far to look for freedom," he says. 

ANfsYA. O-o-oh I What's that ? 

matry6na. " No sign whatever," he says. He's taken 
a rouble for It. "Can't sell it for less," he says. Be- 
cause it's no easy matter to get 'cm, you know. I 
paid him, dearie, out of my own money. If she takes 
them, thinks I, it's all right ; if she don't, I can let old . 
Michael's daughter have them. 

anIsya. Q-o-oh ! But mayn't some evil oome of them f 

at frightened ! 

HATRYbNA. What evil, my jewel ? If your old man was I 
hale and hearty, 'twould be a different matter, but he's 
neither aUve nor dead a s it is. He's not for this world, 
Sttdi things often happenJj 
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ANisVA. O-o-oh, my poor head! I'm afeared, Mothet I 
Matry6na, lest some evil come of them. No. Th&t | 



I might even return ] 
L the same wajr ■■ I 



n't do. 

MATnv6NA. Just as yc 
them to him. 

ANJaVK. And are they to \ie used i 
the others ? Mixed in water ? 

iiathv6na. Better in tea, he says, "You can't notioftl 
anything," he says, " no smell nor nothing." He's » cute J 
old fellow too. 

r ANISVA [taking Ihe pon-der] 0-oh, my poor head ! Could I 
rliave ever thought of such a thing if my life were not & * 
very hell ? 

MATRYiiNA. You'll not forget ihat rouble.' I promisgl I 
to take it to the old man. He's had some trouble, too. J 1 

anIsya. or course P \Goes to her box and hides At \ 
ipon-ders\ 

matrv6na. And now, my jewel, keep it as close as yon 
can, so that no one should find it out. Heaven defend 
that it should happen, but if any one notices it, tell 'em 
it's for the black-beetles. [Takes the rtnible] It's also 
used for beetles. [Slops ihaTt\ 

Elder Aldm, rtho crosses himself in front of the kdn, and \ 
then Peter, ivko sits danm. 

PETCH. Well then, how's it to be. Daddy Akim ? 

ak(m. As it's best, Peter IgnAtitcb, as it's best . . . 
I mean— as it's best. 'Cos why ? I'm afeared of what 
d'you call 'ems, some tomfoolery, you know. I'd like 
to, what d'you call it ... to start, you know, start . 
the lad honest, 1 mean. But supposing you'd rather, 
what d'you call it, we might, I mean, what's name ? Aa 
it's best . . . 

PETER. All right. All right. Sit down and let's talk it 
over. [Atim sits down\ Well then, what's it all about i* 
You want him to marry ? 

hatry6na. As to marrying, he might bide a while. 
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Peter Ignititcfa. You know our poverty, Peter Ignititch. 
MHut'i lie to m&rry on ? We've h&rdly enough to fi 
ourselves. How can he marry then ? . . . 

PBTKR. You must consider what will be best. 

iutry6ha. Where's the hurry for him to get muried ? 
Msrriage is not that sort of thing, it's not like ripe rssp- 
berries that drop off if not picked in time. 

prrKR. If he were to get married, 'twould be s good 
thing in a way. 

akIm. We'd like to . . . what d'you call it ? 'Cos why, 
you see. I've what d'you call it ... a job. I mean, I've 
found a paying job in town, you know. 

matryAna. And a line job too — cleaning out cesspools. 
The other day when he came home, I could do nothing 
bat spew and spew. Faugh ! 

aafii. It's true, at first it does seem what d'you call it 
. . . knocks one clean over, you know, — the smell, I 
mean. But one gets used to It, and then it's nothing, 
no worse than malt grain, and then it's, what d'you call it, 
. . . pays, pays, I mean. And as to the smell being, what 
d'you call it, it's not for the likes of us to complain. And 
one changes one's clothes. So we'd like to take what's 
his name . , . Nikfta I mean, home. Let him manage 
things at home while I, what d'you call it, — earn some- 
thing in town. 

PCTER. You wont to keep your son at home ? Yes, that 
would be well : but how about the money he has had in 
advance ? 

AKJH. That's it, that's it I It's just as you say, Ignititch, 
it's just what d'you call it. 'Cos why t If you go Into 
service, it's as good as if you had sold yourself, they say. 
That will be. all right. I mean he may stay and serve 
his time, only he must, what d'you call it, .get married, 
I mean — so : you let him off for a little while, that he 
may, what d'you call it i 
. PETER. Yea, we could manage that. 



jbyGoogIc 



[u» 



14 The Power of Darkness 

/ m«tbv6na. Ah, but ifs not jet settled between oui> 
selves, Peter Ignititcb. I'll speak to you as I would 
before God, and joa maj judge between my old man and 
me. He goes on harping on that marriage. But just 
ask — who it Is he wants him to marry. If it were « girl 
of the right sort now^ I a m not my child's eneroy, but 
the wench is not honest. 

AKfu. No, that's wrong] Wrong, I say. "Cos why? 
She, that same girl — it's my son as has offended, offended 
the girl I mean. 
TicrEB. How offended ? 

akIh. That's how. She's what d'you call it, with him, 
with my son, NikiU. With Nikita, what d'you call it, I 

iiatiiy6na. You wait a bit, my tongue runs smoother — 
let me tell it. You know, this lad of ours lived at the 
railway before he came to you. There was a girl there as 
kept dangling after him. A girl of no account, you know, 
her name's Marina. She used to cook for the men. So 
now this same girl accuses our son, Nikita, that he, ao to 
say, deceived her. 

^BTER. Well, there's nothing good in that. 

UATRYi^NA. But she's DO honest girl herself; she runs 
after the fellows like a common slut. 

arIh. There you are again, old woman, and it's not at 
all what d'you call it, it's all not what d'you call it, I 
mean . . . 

hatry6na. There now, that's all the sense one gets 
from my old owl — "what d'you call it, what d'you call 
it," and he doesn't know himself what be means. Peter 
Ignititch, don't listen to me, but go yourself and ask any 
one you like about the girl, everybody wlU say the same. 
She's just a homeless good- for- nothing. 

PETER. You know, Daddy Aklm, if that's how things 
are, there's no reason for him to marry her. A daughter- 
in-law's not like a shoe, you can't kick her off. 
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what d'you 
'Cos why ? 



AKfM [excitedly] It's false, old woman, it' 
call it, false ; I mean, ahout the girl ; false 
The lass is a good lass, a very good lass, you know. I'm 
sorry, sorry for the lassie, I meanT^ 

matrviSna. It's an old saying: "For the wide world 
old Miriam grieves, and at home without bread her 
children she leaves." He's sorry for the girl, but not 
sorry for his own son ! Siing her round your neck u 



jch empty 



le have my say, 
ean, you twist 
about yourself. 



carry her about with you ! That's 

AKiiii. No, it's not empty. 

Mathy6na, There, don't interrupt, let 
^KfM [inlernipls] No, not empty ! I 
things your own wa)-, about the lass o 
Twist them, 1 mean, to make it better I'or yourself; but 
God^hat d'you call it, tunis them His way. That's how 

matrv6na. Eh ! One only wears out one s tongue with 

^AXfu. The lass is hardworking and spruce, and keeps 
everything round herself . . . what d'you call it. And 
in our poverty, you know, it's a pair of hands, 1 mean ; 
and the wedding needn't cost much. But the chief 
thing's the offence, the offence to the lass, and she's a what 
d'you call it, an orphan, you know; that's what she is, 
and there's the offence. 

matrviSna. Eh! they'll all tell you ft tale of that sort .. . 

ANisYA. Duddy Aktm, you'd better listen to us women ; 
we can tell you a thing or two. 

akIm. And God, how about God? Isn't she a human 
being, the lass ? A what d'you call it,- — aho a human being 
I mean, before God, And how do you look at it^? , 

MATHViiNA. Eh ! . . . started off again ? . . . 

PETER. Wait a bit. Daddy Aki'm, One can't believe all 
these girls say, either. The lad's alive, and not far away ; 
send for him, and find out straight from him if it's true. 
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wish to lose l)is soul. Go and call the fellow, 
[A»Ui/a rues] and tell him his father wants him. [Kril 
Aniiya]. 

hatryiIna. That's tight, dear friend ; you've cleared 
the way clean, as with water. Yes, let the lad speak for 
himself. Nowadays, you know,they'll not let you force a 
son to marry ; one must first of all ask the lad. He'll 
consent to marrj' her and disgrace himself, not for 
all the world. To my thinking, it's best he should go on 
living with you and serving you as his master. And we 
need not take him home for the summer either; we can 
hire a help. If you would only give us ten roubles now, 
we'll let him stay on. 

PETER. All in good time. First let us settle one thing 
before wp start another. 

AKJM jjfou see, Peter Ignititch, 1 speak. 'Cog why ? 
you know how it happens. We try to tix things up as 
^^seems best for ourselves, you know ; and as to God, v 



I call it, we forget Hin 
1 way, and lo ! v 



VVe think it's best 
r've got into a fix, you 
; and lo ! It turns 



an.7 
urefl^o 



know. We think it will be best, I n 
out much worse — without God, I mi 

PETKB.,Of course one must not forgelGod, 

AKiM.nt turns out worse ! But when it's the right 

way — God's way^it what d'you call it, it gives one joy ; 

seems pleasant, I mean^ So 1 reckon, you see, get him, 

1, get him to marry her, to keep hira froni 

, and let him what d'you call it at home, 

as it's lawful, I mean, while I go and get the job in town. 

The work is of the right sort — it's payin', I mean. And 

in God's sight it's what d'you call it — it's best, 1 mean. 

Ain't she an orphan.* Here, for example, a year ago 

some fellows went and took timber from the steward,— 

thought they'd do the steward, you know. Yes, they 

did the steward, but they couldn't what d'you vail it 

—do God, I mean. Well, and so , . . 



the lad, 1 
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Emier NMta md Na^ 

nikIta. Yon called me? [StU domt and taket out Au 
lohaceo-pouck]. 

PBTBR [m a lorn, repnaehfiU voice] What are you think- 
ing about — have you no manners ? Your jather is going 
to spe«k to you, and you sit down and fool about with 
tobacco. Come, get up I 

Nikiia rim, leau atrtUuly mth U» eUtow on the table, mtd 

AKfu. It Beems there's a complaint, you know, about 
you, Nikita — a complaint, I mean, a complaint. 

NoUta. Who's been complaining? 

akIm. Complaining ? It's a maid, an orphan maid, eonk> 
plaining, 1 mean. It's her, you know — a complaint against 
you, from Marina, I mean. 

mikIta [iaugy\ Well, that's a good one. What's the 
complaint ? And who's told you — she herself? 

AKiK. It's I am asking you, and yon must now, what 
d'you call it, give me an answer. Have you got mixed 
up with the lass, I mean — mixed up, you know ? 

Mixh'A. I don't know what you mean. What's up ? 

AKJH. Foolin', I mean, what d'you call it? foolin'. 
Have you been foolin' with her, I mean ? 

nikIta. Never mind what's been ! Of course one does 
have some Am with a cook now and then to while away 
the time. One plays the concertina and gets her to 
dance. What of that? 

riTsa. Don't shuffle, Nikita, but answer your Csther 
■tnfght out 

I^KfM \ialetrmly\ You can hide it from men but not \ 
from God, Nikfta. You, what d'you call it— think, I ' ' 
mean, and don't tell lies. She's an orphan ; so, you see, | 
any one Is free to Insult her. An orphan, you see. So ', 
yon should say what's rlghtestj 

NixtTA. But what if I have nothing to say? I have 
told yoa everything — because there isn't anything to tell. 
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that's flat ! [Getting ejx-ilai] She can go and say anything; I 
nlMut rae, same as if she was speaking of one as is dead. 
Why don't she say anything about Fidka Mikishin ? Be- 
sides, how's this, that one mayn't even have a bit of fun 
nowadays? And as for her, well, she's free to say any- 
thing she likes. 

AKiM. Ah, Nikita, mind ! A lie will out. Did anything 
happen ? 

mkIta [afide] How he sticks to it; it's too had. [To 
Akhn] I tell you, I know nothing more. There's been 
nothing between us. [Angrili/] By God ! and mi r^nrv^' 
leave this spot [crotsea hims elf] if-IJanmr anything about 
iL [mience. Tlien Htll more exciiedli/] Why ! have you 
lieen thinking of getting me to marry her ? What do 
you mean by it f — it's a confounded shame. Besides, 
nowadays you've got no such rights as to force a fellow to . 
marry. That's plain enough. Besides, haven't I sworn I J 
know nothing about it ? 

matry6na [to her kuaband] There now, that's just like 
your silly pate, to believe all they tell you. He's gone 
and put the lad to shame all for nothing. The best thing 
is to let him live as he is living, with his master. His 
master will help us in our present need, and give us ten 
roubles, and when the time comes ... 

PETER. Well, Daddy Akim, how's it to be .' 

akIm [look* at hit ton, clicking his tongue disapprovingly] 
Mind, Nikita, the tears of one that's been wronged 
never, what d'you call it — never fall beside the mark bat 
always on, what's name— the head of the man as did the 
wrong. So mind, don't what d'you call it 

nikIta [alt donm] What's there to mind? mind your- 
self. 

NAN [ow/e] I must run and tell mother. [£i5/]. 

uathvAna [to Peter] That's always the way with this 
old mumbler of mine, Peter Ignititch. Once he's got 
anything wedged in his pate there's no knocking it ouL 
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We've gone and troubled you all for nothing. The l&d 

can go on living as he has been. Keep him ; he's your 

servant. 

PETER. Well, Dad.ly Aki'm, what do you say ? ___. 1 

akIm. Wliy, the lad's his own master, if only he what I 1 

d'you call it. ... I only wish that, what d'you call it, I 

MATRvdNA. You don't know yourself what you're jawing 
about. The lad himself has no wish to leave. Besides, 
what do we want with him at home .' We can manage 
without him. 

PETER. Only one thing, Daddy Akira — if you are think- 
ing of taking him buck in summer, I don't want him here 
for the winter. If he is to stay at all, it must be for the 
whole year. 

matrv6na. And it's for a year he'll bind himself. If 
we want help when the press of work comes, we can hire 
help, and the lad shall remain with you. Only give us 
ten roubles now. . . . 

PETER. Well then, is it to be for another year? 

AKiu [sig/iing] Yes, it seems, it what d'you call it ... if 
it's so, I mean, it seems that it must be what d'you 
call it. 

itATRvdNA. For Q year, counting from St. Oimltry's 
day. We know you'll pay him fair wages. But give us 
ten roubles now. Help us out of our difficulties. [Gelx 
up and botes to Peter]. 

Enter Nan and Anisi/a. The latter tils donm at one ride. 

PETER. Well, if that's settled we might step across, to 
the inn and have a drink. Coine, Daddy Akfm, what do 
you say to a glass of v6i!k.T ? 

akIh. No, I never drink that sort of thing. 

PETER. Well, you'll have some tea ? 

AKJM. Ah, tea! yes, I do sin that way. Ves, tea's the 
thing. 

PETER. And the women will also have some tea. Corae. 
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And yoe, Nildta, go and drive the sheep in uid cleat 
away the straw. 

NiKiTA. All right [ExmiU all but NikUa. NikUa UghU 

a cigaretle. It grotvt dMier] Just see how they bother 

one. Want a fellow to tell 'em how he larks about 

with the wenches! It would take long to tell 'em all 

those stories — " Marry her," he says. Marry them all 1 

One would have a good lot of wives ! And what need 

have I to marry ? Am as gg^ as married now ! There's 

- J^many a chap as envies me. fVet how strange it felt when 

jl^ \ I crossed myself before the icAn. It was just as if 

"^ ^ some one shoved m e. The whole web fell to pieces at 

*^ J ODce. They say it's frightening to swear what's not 

( true. That's ^11 humbug. It's all talk, that is. It's 

\ simple enoughj 

akoulIna [fnltri mith a rope, tvhich the puis do^a. Ske 
takes off her otddoor thingt and goes into closet] You might 
at least have got a light. 

nikIta. What, to look at you ? I can see you well 
enough without 

akouUna. Oh, bother you I 

NoH enters and iMspers to Niiiia. 

NAN. Nikita, there's a person wants you. There is < 

nikIta. What person ? 

NAN. Marina from the railway ; she's out there, round 
the comer. 

NiKfTA. Nonsense! 

NAN. Blest if she isn't! 

nikIta. What does she want? 

NAN. She wants you to come out She says, " I only 
want to say a word to Nikita." I began asking, but she 
won't tell, but only says, "Is it true he's leaving you?" 
And I say, " No, only his father wanted to take him away 
and get him to marry, but he won't, and is going to stay 
with us another year." And she says, " For goodness' 
■ake send him out to me. I must see him," she says, "I 
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must say a word to him somehow," She's been waiting « 
long time. VVhy don't you go ? 

NiKiTA. Bother her! What should' I go for? 

NAN. She says, " If he don't come, I'll go into the hut 
to him." Blest if she didn't say she'd come in ! 

NiKfTA. Not likely. She'll wait a bit and then go 

NAN, " Or is it," she says, " that they want him to marry 
Akoulina ? " 

Re-enter Akoulina, pasting near NilrUa to take Iter dislaff'. 

AkoulIna. Marry whom to Akoulina ? 

NAfi. Why, Nikita. 

AKordNA. A likely thing ! Who says it? 

NIkIta [looki at ker and laiig/a'] 1 1 seems people do say ii 
Would you marry me, Akoulina? 

AROULfNA. Who, you? Perhaps I miifht have afore, 
hut I won't now. 

NiKJTA. And why not now ? 

akovlIna. 'Cos you wouldn't love me. 

nibIta. Why not .'' i 

aroulIna, 'Cos you'd be forbidden to. [I^ught]. I 

kir(ta. Who'd forbid it ? 

akoulIna. Who ? My step-mother. She does nothing 
but gnimble, and is always staring at you. 

nikIta [/augking] Just hear her ! Ain't she cute ? 

akoulIna. Who ? Me ? What's there to be eute about ? 
Am 1 blind ? She's been rowing and rowing at dad alt 
day. The fat-muzaled witch ! [Goex into cloteij. 

NAN [looking out of the windoH'] Look, Nikita, she's com- 
ing ! I'm blest if she isn't ! I'll go away. [Ejil]. 
JMARfNA [enlers] What are you doing with me ? 

nikJta. Doing ? I'm not doing anything. 

MARJ.VA. You mean to desert me. 

nikIta [geli fp angriltf^ What docs this look like, youi 
coming here ? 

MARiNA. Oh, NikiU I 
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NtKfTA. Well, ;ou are strange ! What have you come for f 

marIna. Nikfta! 

NiKfTA. That's my name. What do you waut with 
NiklU f Well, what next ? Go away, I tell you ! 

UARiNA. I see, you do want to throw me over. 

nik/ta. Well, and what's there to remember? You 
yourself don't know. When you stood out there round 
the comer and sent Nan for me, and I didn't coniej 
wasn't it plain enough that you're not wanted ? It seems 
pretty simple. So there — go ! 

uarIna. Not wanted 1 So now I'm not wanted ! I 
believed you when you mid you would love me. And 
1 now that you've ruined me, I'm not wanted. 

NiKiTA. Where's the good of talking ? This is quite 
improper. You've been telling tales to father. Now, do 
go away, will you f 

MARfNA. Yon know yourself I never loved any one but 
you. Whether you married me or not, I'd not have been 
angry. I've done you no wrong, then why have you 
left off caring for me ? Why ? 

NixfTA. Where's the use of baying at the moon t You 
go away. Goodness me ! what a duffer ! 

MARfNA. It's not that you deceived me when you pro- 
mised to marry me that hurts, but that you've left off loving. 
No, it's not that you've stopped loving me either, but 
that you've changed me for another, that's what hurts. 
I know who it is ! 

nikIta [comet up to her ticiotufy] Eh I what's the good 
of talking to the likes of you, that won't listen to reason f 
Be off, or you'll drive me to do something you'll be 
sorry for. 

uarIna. What, will you strike me, then ? Well then, 
strike roe ! What are you turning away for f Ah, 
NiklU ! 

nikIta. Supposing some one came in. Of course, it's 
quite improper. And what's the good of talking? 
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/ mw fKA. So this U the end of it I What has been has 
Oown. You want me to forget it? Wei] then, NikfU, 
listen. I kept my maiden honour aa the apple of my eye. 
You have ruined me for nothing, you have deceived me. 
You have no pity on a fatherleu and motherleM girl ! 
[Weepmgl You have deaerte<I, you have killed me, but I 
bear you no malice. God forgive you I If you find a 
better one you'll forget me, if a wor«e one you'll 
remember me. Yes, you vlU remember, Niklta I Good- 
bye, then, if it is t o he . Oh, how I loved you ! Good- 
bye for the last tiroe.jJT'atM ku htad m her kandt and trie* 
to Jdu Aim J. 

nikIta [touing Am head bad'] I'm not going to talk with 
the likes of you. If you won't go away I will, and you 
may stay here by yourself. 

HAniNA [sertavu] You are a brute, [^n Ihe doorway] 
God will give you no joy. [Eiil, cryingl. 

AKOuiiNA [comet tnd ofcUaet^ You're a dog, Nikfta ! 

Nixh'A. What's up? 

AKoudNA. Whata cry she gave! [Criet]. 

kikIta. What's up with you i 

AKouLiNA. What's up? You've hurt her so. That's 
the way you'll hurt me also. You're a dog. [Exit into 
dotet]. 

Silence. 
MnxfTA. Here's a fine muddle. I'm as sweet as honey 
on the lasses, but when a fellow's sinned with 'em it's a 



bad look-out I 
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ACT II 

The scene rejiresmlt the village street. To the Ufl the 
outside of Peter's hut, built of logs, with a jiorch i 
middle ; to the right of the hut tlie gates and a 
of the f/ard buildings. Anisya is beating henqi in the street 
near the comer of the yard. Six months have elapsed since 
the First Act. 

am'sva [stops and listens^ Mumbling something again. 
He's probably got off the stove. 

Akoullna enters, carrying tteo pails mi a yolce. 

AnievA. He's calling. You go and see what he wants, 
kicking up Eucb a row. 

AKotidNA. Why don't you go ? 
L*NisVA. Go, I tell you ! [Exit Akoulina into Aid] He's 
Ixitheriog me to death. Won't let out where the money 
is, «nd that's all about it. He was out in the passage the 
other day. He must have been biding it there. Now, I 
don't know myself where it is. Thank goodness he's 
afraid of parting with it, so that at least it will stay in 
the house. If only I could manage to find it. He hadn't 
it on him yesterday. Now I don't know where it can be. 
He has quite worn the life out of nie^ 

Enter Akoulina, t'/ing lier Irercliief over her head. 

anIsva. Where are you off to ? 

akoulIna. Where ? Why, he's told rae to go for Aunt 
Martha. "Fetch my sister," he says. "I am going ta 
die," be says. " I have a word to say to her." 

akIsva [oftiie] Asking for his sister t Oh my poor headi 
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Sure he wants to give it her. Wliat shall I do ? 
[To Atoulina] Don't go ! Where arc you off to ? 

AKoticiNA. To call Aunt. 

ANfsYA. Don't go I tell you, I'll go myself. You go 
and take the clothes to the river to rinse. Else you'll not 
have fmished by the evening. 

AKoULfNA. But he told me to go, 

anJhya. You go and do as you're bid. 1 tell you I'll 
fetch Martha myself. Take the shirts off the fence. 

akouUnv The shirts P But maybe you'll not go. He's 
given the order. 

ANi'avA. Didn't 1 say id go P Where's Nan ? 

akoulIna. Nan? Minding the calves, 

ANfsYA. Send her here. 1 dare say they'll not run away. 
[Atoutbta collecli the dothtf, and e.rit]. 

ANi'svA. If one doesn't go he'll scold. If one goes he'll 
give the money to his sister. All my trouble will be 
wasted. I don't myself know what I'm to do. My poor 
head's splitting. \Conlinues to n<ork]. 

Enter Matrydna, mih a slick and n hwulle, in outdoor 
ctolhet. 

iiIatby6na. May the Lortl help you, honey. 

ANfsYA [looh round, stopi working, and claps her hands jvilh 
joi/] Well, I never expected this ! Mother Matryiina, God 
has sent the right guest at the right time. 

matky6na. Well, how are things ? 

ANfsYA. Ah, I'm driven well-nigh crazy. It's awful ! 

hatrvAna. Well, still alive, I hear ? 

AxisvA. Oh, don't talk about it. He doesn't live and 
doesn't die ! 
' matry6na. But the money — has he given it to anybody ? 

anJsva. He's just sending for his sister Martha — pro- 
bably about the money. 

HATRvdNA. Well, naturally ! But hasn't he given it to 
any one else P 

ANisYA. To no one. I watch like a hawk. 
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matrvAna. And where is it? 

anIsya. He doesn't let out. And I can't find out In ' 
any way. He hides it now here, now there, and I can't 
do anything beeniise of Akoullnft, Idiot though s he is, 
she keeps watch, and is always abou t. Oh my poor heaiTI 
I'm bothered to death. "' 

matrvAna, Oh, my jewel, if he gives the money to any 
one but you, you'll never cease regretting it as long as you 
live! They'll turn you out of house and home without 
anything. You've been worriting, and worriting all your 
life with one you don't love, and will h.ive to go a-begging 
when you are a widowj 

anIsva. No need to tell me, mother. My heart's that 
wenry, and I don't know what to do. No one to get a l)it 
of advice from. I told N ikita. bi it^ hp\ frighfi-iipil pf llii- 
job . The only thing he did was to tell me yesterday it 
was hidden under the floor, 

mathyAna, Well, and did you look there ? 

ANJavA. I couldn't. The old man himself was in the 
room. I notice that sometimes he carries it about on 
him, and sometimes he hides it. 

matry6na. But you, my lass, must lemember that if 
once he gives you the slip there's no getting it right 
again I [Whitpering] Well, and did you give him the 
strong tea ? 

ANJsYA. Oh ! ah I , , , \Aboui to answer, but sees neighbour 
and itopt\. 

The neighbour (a woman) pattes the hut, and Helens to a 
call from mthin. 

NEioKBouR [to AnIsT/n] I say, Anisya ! Eh, Anlsya ! 
There's your old man calling, I think. 

ANisYA. That's the way he always coughs, — just as if he 
were screaming. He's getting very bad. 

NEioiiBouR [fl/jproacAej MalrT/6tia] How do you do, 
granny f Have you come far? 

matryAna. Straight from home, dear. Come to see my 
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son. Brought him some shirts — can't help thinking of 
these things, you see, when it's one's own child. 

NKioHsouR. Yes, that's always so, \_To Aniii/a] And 1 was 
thinking of beginning to bleach the linen, but it is & bit 
early, no one has begun jet. 

AniaVA. Where's the hurry? 

MATnv^NA. Well, and has he had communion ? 

an/sya. Oh dear yes, the priest was here yestenlay, ' 

NRiGHBOUR. I had n look at him yesterday. Dearie me I 
one wonders his body and soul keep together. And, O 
Lord, the other day he seemed just at his last gasp, so 
that they laid him under the holy ic6ns,' They started 
lamenting and got ready to lay him out, 

ANisTA. He came to, and creeps about again. 

matry6na- Well, and is he to have extreme unction ? 

ANfsvA. The neighbours advise it If he lives till to- 
morrow we'll send for the priest. 

NBioMDouit. Oh, Anisya dear, I should think your heart 
must be heavy. As the saying goes, "Not he is sick that's 
ill in bed, but he that sits and waits in dread." 

ANfsvA. Yes, if it wei'e only over one way or other ! 

NEiGHBOUH. Yes, that's true, dying for a year, it's no 
joke. You're bound hand and foot like that. 

HATHVtiNA, Ah, but a widow's lot is also bitter. It's all 
right as long as one's young, but who'll care for you when 
you're old ? Oh yes, old age is not pleasure. Just look 
at me, I've not walked very far, and yet am so footsore I 
don't know how to stand. Where's my son .' 

ANtsvA. Ploughing. But you come in and we'll get the 
samovar ready ; the tea'U set you up again, 

MATRYiiNAJrfjfft'ng down] Yes, it's true, I 'ra quite done up, 
my dears, ^s to extreme unction, that's absolutely neces- 
sary. Besides, they say it's good for the suuO 

ANisvA. Yes, We'll send to-morrow, 

' It if caitomar? to plaoa a djing person nader the iciSn. One or 
more iodna haog in tba hat ol each Orthodox peasant. 
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matrviSna. Yes, jou had better. And we've had « 
wedding down in our parts. 

NEiOHBOUR. What, in spring ? ' 

iiatry6na. Ah, now if it were a poor man, then, as tlie 
saying is, it's always unseasonable for a poor man to marry. 
But it's Simon Matv^yitch, he's married that Marina. 

ANfsvA. What luck for her I 

NKioHBouR. He's a widower. Isuppose therearechildren? 

matrvAna. Four of 'em. What decent girl would have 
biro ! Wfl^ so he's taken her, and she's glad. You see, 
the vessel was not sound, so the wine trickled out. 

NEIGHBOUR. Oh my! And what do people say to it? 
And he, a rich peasant 1 

MATRT^riA. They are living well enough so far. 

NKIOHBOUR. Yes, it's troe enough. Who wants to marry 
where there are children } There now, there's our 
Michael. He's such a fellow, dear me . . , 

peasant's voice. Hullo, Mivn. Where the devil are 
you ? Go and drive the cow in. 

£jn( Neighbour. 

hatry6ma [fvkile the Neighbour it teithin hearing ipeaJa 
in her ordinary voice'\ Yes, lass, thank goodness, she's 
married. At any rate my old fool won't go bothering 
about NikJta. Now \tuddenly changing her lone'], she's 
gone 1 [fVhispers] I say, did you give him the tea ? 

ANfsvA. Don't speak about it. He'd better die of 
himself. It's no nse — he dofsn't die, and I have only 
taken a sin on my soul. 0-oh, my head, my head ! Oh, 
why did you give me those powders i 

UATRY^NA. What of the powders ? The sleeping powders, 
laas, — why not give them ? No evil ean come of them. 

anIsta. I am not talking of the sleeping ones, but the 
others, the white ones. 

> Peasant wedding are oinallj In antnmn. The; are forbidden 
in Leot, acd soon after Baater tbe peauuts bocome too tratj to 
maity till barveit U mar. 
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MATiirdNA. Well, honey, those powders are medicinal. 

ANisYA [rigA*] I know, yet it's frightening. Though 
he's worried me to death. 
1 mathyAwa. Well, and did you use many ? 

anIsva. I gave two doses. 

matryAna. Was anything notieeuble.' 

ANisvA. I had a taste of the tea myself — just a little i 
billcr. And he drank them with the tea and says, " £vea ' 
tea disgusts me," and I say, " Everjrthing tastes bitter 
when one's sick." But I felt that scared, motbn. 

matrv6na. Don't go thinking about it. The more one 



i and led 
ns to^ear 



, I wish you'd never given thei 

e into sin. When 1 think of it something si 
injt heurt. Oh dear, why did you give tbem to me ? J 
^iatry6na. What do you mean, honey ? Lord heiflyou ! 
Why are you turning it on to me ? Mind, lass, don't go 
twisting matters from the sick on to the healthy. If 
anything were to happen, I stand aside ! I know nothing ! 
I'm aware of nothing ! I'll kiss the cross on it ; I never 
gave you any kind of iwwdera, never saw any, never 
beard of any, and never knew there were such powde rs.^ 
You think about yourself, lass. Why, we were talking 
about you the other day. " Poor thing, what torture she 
endures. The step-<laughter an idiot ; the old man rotten, 
sucking her life-blood. What wouldn't one be ready to 
do in such a case ! " 

ANfsYA. I'm [lot going to deny it. A life such as mine 
could make one do worae than thitt. It could muke you 
bang yourself or throttle him. Is this a life? 

matrvAna. That's just it. There's no time to stand 
gaping ; the money must be found one way or other, and 
then he in);st have bis tea. 

ANlsvA/O-iih, my head, my head ! I can't think what 
to do. t am 50 frightened ; he'djjetter die of himself. 
I don't wuut to have it on my soulj 
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HATRvdNA [eiciotuly] And why doesn't he show the 
money ? Does he nieMi to take it along with him t Is 
no one to have it } Is that right ? God forbid Euch a 
sum should be lost all for nothing. Isn't that a sin? 
What's he doing? Is he worth considering? 

ANfsYA. I don't know anything. He's worried me to 
death. 

matrvAna. What is it you don't know ? The business 
is clear. If you make a slip now, you'll repent it all your 
life. He'll give the money to bis sister and you'll be 
left without. 

ANisYA. 0-oh dear ! Yes, and he did send for her — 
I must go. 

iutry6na. You wait a bit and light the samovAr first 
We'll give him some tea and search him together — we'll 
find it, no fear. 

anIsya. Ob dear, oh dear; supposing something were 
to happen. 

MATBYtiNA. What now ? What's the good of waiting ? 
Do you want the money to slip irom your band when it's 
just in sight? You go and do as I say. 

AMfsYA. Well, I'll go and light the samovir. 

UATRxAsA. Go, honey, do the business so as not to 
regret it afterwards. That's right I [Anlsya tarns to go. 
M^n/dna calU her 6aal]. 

/iiATRYdNA. Just a word. Don't tell Niklta about the 
b&siness. He's silly. God forbid he should find out 
about the powders. The Lord only knows what be would 
do. He's so tender-hearted. D'you know, he usen't to 
be able to kill a chicken. Don't tell him. 'Twould be a 
fine go, he wouldn't understand things^ [Sop* horror' 
rtruck at Peter appears in the doonmiy]. ^ 

PRTER [holding on to Ihe wall, creeps oul info the porch 
and coils mlh a Joint votce] How's it one can't make you 
hear? Ob, oh, Anisyal Who's there? \Dropi on ihe 
bench]. 
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ANfBYA [itept froi 



n behind the corner] Vihj have jou 
luld have stayed where you were lying. 
PETER. Has the girl gone for Martha ? It's very hard. * 1 
... Oh, if only death would come quicker! 

«nIsva, She had no time. I sent her to the river. 
Wait a bit, I'll go myself when I'm ready. 

. Send Nan. Where's she? Oh, I'm tJiat had! 
Oh, death's at hand I 

ANisvA. I've sent for her already. 

ER. Oh dear ! Then where is she t 
ANisvA. Where's she got to, the plague seize her! 
FETER. Oh, dear ! I can't bear it. All my inside'a on 
ire. It's as if a gimlet were boring me. Why have you 
eft me as if I were a dog ? ... no one to give me a drink. 
. . Oh . . . send Nan to me. 
ANfsYA. Here she is. Nan, go to father. 
Nan runs w. Anii'/a goer behind Ike comer nflhe house. 
. Go you. Oh ... to Aunt Martha, tell her 
father wants her ; say she's to come, I want her. 
. All right. 
. Wait a bit. Tell her she's to come quick. Tell 
her I'm dying. 0-oh ! 

NAN. I'll just get my shawl and be off. [Runs off]. 
MATHY<iNA [nrinkijig] Now then, mind and look sharp, 
lass. Go into the hut, hunt about everywhere, like a dog 
that's hunting for fleas i look under everything, and I'll 
search him. 

(^anIsya [to Matry6na] I feel a bit holder, somehow, 
now you're her^ [Goet up to porch. To Peter] Hadn't 
I better light (he samovar? Here's Mother MatryAna 
come to see her son ; you'll have a cup of tea with her? 
PETER. Well then, light it. [Aiiisya goes into the house. 



MatrijOna 



■I up to Ike porch]. 



matrvAna [borning] How d'you do, my benefactor ; 
how d'you do, my precious . . . stilt ill, I see. And my 
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old man, he's that sony ! " Go," skjrs he, " Bee how he's 
getting on." He sends hia lespects to you. [Botet ogam]. 

PETER. I'm dying. 

matry6na. Ah yes, Peter Ignititcb, now I look «t you 
I see, «s the saying has it, "Sickness lives where men 
live." You've shrivelled, shrivelled, all to nothing, poor 
dear, now I come to look at you. Seems illness does not 
add to good looks. 

PETEH. My last hour has come. 

hatryAna. Oh well, Peter Ignititch, it's God's will you 
know, you've had communion, and you'll have unction, 
God willing. Your missus is a wise woman, the Lord be 
thanked ; she'll give you a good burial, and lutve prayers 
said for your soul, all most respectable! And my son, 
he'll look afler things meanwhile. 

PETER. There'll be no one to manage things! She's 
not steady. Has her bead fiitl of folly — why, I know all 
about it, I know. And my girl is silly and young. I've 
got the homestead together, and there's no one to attend 
to things. One can't help feeling it [H^Amp^n]. 

hatrv6na. Why, if it's money, or eomethiog, you can 
leave orders. 

PETER [to Anisya vuide the hoiue] Has Nan gone f 

hatsy6na [aiide] There now, he's remembered ! 

ANfsYA [Jrotn miidej She went then and there. Come 
inside, won't you ? I'll help you in. 

PETER. Let roe sit here a bit for the last time. The 
air's so stuffy inside. Oh, how bad I feel! Oh, my 
heart's burning. . . . Oh, if death would only come. 

HATRYdNA. If God don't take a soul, the soul can't go 
out Death and life are in God's wiU, Peter Ignititcb. 
You can't be sure of death either. Maybe you'll recover 
yet. There was a man in our village just like that, at 
the very point of death . . . 

prrBR. No, I feel I shall die to-day, I feel it [Leiau 
bad aid datl* hit eiiai\. 
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anIbya [enier*] Well now, are jou coi 
You do keep one waiting. Peter ! eh, Peter ! 

matry6na [ilepi oiiile and beckons to AnU^a mih herjinger] 
WeUf 

an/sva [comes dorm the porch deptj Not there. 

Matrv6na. But hsve you searched everj-where ? Under 
the floor? 

ANisYA. No, it's not there either. In the shed perhaps; 
he was rummaging there yesterday. 

iiathy6na. Go, search, search for all you're worth. Go 
all over everywhere, as if you licked with your tongue ! 
But 1 see he'll die this very day, his nails are turning 
blue and his face looks earthy. Is the samovdr ready?* 

ANISYA. Just on the boil. 

NikIta [camei from lite other side, if poidlde on horseback, 
up to the gale, and doei not see Peter. To Mattydna] How 
(I'you do, mother, is all well at home ? 

HATBYi^NA. The Lord he thanked, we're all alive and 
have a crust to bite. 

nieIta. Well, and how's master? 

MATHYi^NA. Hush, there he sits. [Poinls to porch^. 

nikIta. Well, let him sit. Whafs it to me? 

PETER [open* his et/esi Nikita, I say, NikIta, come here ! 
[SikUa approaches. Anisya and MatryAna whuper logciher'\. 

PETEn. Why have you come back so early i 

NikIta. I've finished ploughing. 

PETER. Have you done the strip beyond the bridge ? 

nikIta, It's too far to go there. 

PETER. Too far? From here it's still farther. You'll 
have to go on purpo'^e now. You might have made one 
job of it. [AnisJ/a, trithout xhonring herself, stands and listens]. 

ii*TRY<iNA [apfiroachcs] Oh, sonnie, why don't you take 
more pains for your master f Your master is ill and 
depends on you ; you should serve him as you would your 
own father, straining every muscle just as 1 always tell 
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, Get out the seed pot«>l 
md sort them. 

: going. He's again f 
must have the money on him 1 



PETER- Well then — Cf-oh ! . 
toee, and the women will go a 

ANfsvA [aside] No fenr, I'n 
sending everj' one away ; 
now, and wants to hide it 

PETER. Else . , . o-oh ! when the time comes for plant- 
ing, they'll all be rotttn. Oh, I can't stand it ! [Rues]. 

MATnv6NA [niTLS up into the porch and holdi Peter up^ 
Shall I help you into the hut ? ' 

PETER. Help rae in. [Stopj] Niklta! 

nikIta [o»>gn7^] What now ? 

PETER. 1 shan't see you again . . . I'll die to-day. , 
Forgive me,* for Christ's sake, forgive ine if 1 have ( 
sinned against you ... If 1 have sinned in word or 1 
deed , . . There's been all sorts of things. Forgive me 1 1 

nikIta, Wliat's there to forgive ? I'm a sinner mysel£ 

MATnvdNA. Ah, sonnie, have some feeling. 

PETER. Forgive me, for Christ's sake. [Weeps], 

NIKITA [miiie/j] God will forgive you. Daddy Peter, I 
have no cause to complain of you. You've never done 
me any wrong. You forgive me ; maybe I've sinned 
worse against you. [Weeps]. 

Peter goet ia whimpering, Malry6na supporting Mm. 

ANISYA. Oh, my poor head ! It's not without some 
reason he's hit on that. ^Approaches Htkita] Why did 
you say the money was under the fioor ? It's not there. 
J NIKITA [does not answer, bid cries] J have never had 
anything bad from him, nothing but good, and what bave 
I gone and donejj 

tNisvA. Enough now ! Where's the money ? 

nieIta [aiigrilif] How should I know ? Go and look 
for it yourself! 

' A fonual reqaest tor forgiveiieGN ia caatomary among RnsBiau, 
but it ia often no roece formalitr, Nikira's Grsl reply is evaBlvB j 
bin BBoond reply, "God will forgive you," is the correct one mho. 
tloned by ouatom. 
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lade you so tender? 
vfor htnii — rtbftt sorry. 



r he cried! 



ANfsYA. What's 

MKiTA. lam 601 
Ohdew!— "" 

"anIsya. Look at him, — seized with pity ! He h«s found 
someone to pity too ! He's been treating you like a dog, 
and even just now was giving orders to have you turned 
out of the house. You'd better show me some pity ! 

(JiKiTA. What are you to be pitied for ? 

ANiaVA. If he dies, and the money's been hidden 

NiKiTA. No fear, he'll not hide it . . . 

ANfsYA. Oh, Niklta darling ! he's sent for his sister, and 
wants to give it to her. It will be a bad lookout for us. 
How are we going to live, if he gives her the money ? 
They'll turn me out of the house ! You try and manage 
somehow! You said he went to the shed last night. 

MKITA, I saw him coming from there, but where he's 
shoved it to, who can tell ? 

ANisYA. Oh, my poor head! I'll go and have a look 
there. [Nikita steps aside]. 

HATRViiNA \comes out of the hut and down the steps of the 
porch lo Anisi/a and Nikitd] Don't go anywhere. He's 
got the money on him. I felt it on a string round his 
neck. 

ANisvA. Oh my head, my head! 

h*trv6na. If you don't keep wide awake now, then 
you may whistle for it. If his sister comes — then good- 
bye to it ! 

anIbya. That's true. She'll come and he'll give it her. 
What's to be done ? Oh my poor head ! 

matbvAna. What is to be done ? Why, look here : 
the samovir is twiling, go and make the tea and pour 
him out a cup, and then [ivhispers] put in all that's left in 
the paper. When he's drunk the cup, then just take it. 
He'll not tell, no fear. 

ANfBYA. Oh ! I'm afeared ! 
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but look alive, Mid J 
Mind, don't make a | 
:J bring it here, 



»atrv6na. Don't be talking no 
I'll keep his sister off if need be. 
blunder! Get hold of the money 
Niklta will hide it. 

ANisvA. Oil my hcnd, my head ! 1 don't know how I'm 
going to . . , 

hatryAn*. Don't talk about it I tell yon, do as 1 bid 
you, Niklta I 

!nidT.\. What is it ? 

hatrviSna. You stay here— sit down— in case some- 
thing is wanted. 

NiKiTA [jcaoes hilt hand] Oh these women, what won't they 
be up to? Muddle one up completely. Bother them 1 
I'll really go and fttch out the potatoes. 

matrvAna [calc/ies him l>i/ the arm\ Stay liere, I tell 
you. 

Nan enters. 

ANiaVA. Well ? 

NAN. She was dov 
she's coming. 

ANfsVA. Coming! 

MATBYiiNA. There'! 

ANfsYA. I don't know what to do ; I know nothing, my 
brain's all in a whirl. Nan ! Go, daughter, and see to 
the calves, they'll have run away, I'm afraid. , . , Oh 
dear, I haven't the courage. 

matrv6na. Go on ! I should think the samovar's boil- 
ing over. 

ANr'sYA. Oh my head, my poor head ! [£nJ]. 

matrv6na [approac/iet KUtila] Now then, sonnie. [SiU 
donm beside him\ Your affairs must also be thought about, 
and not left anyhow. 

nikIta, What affairs ■■ 

MATRVisA. Why, this affair— hi 
Ufe. 



1 her daughter's vegetable plot— 



What shall we do » 
plenty of time if yoi 



do as I tell 



live your ^h 
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HsfrA. How to live my life 7 Otbera live, and I abBlt 
Uvel 

MATmrtaA. The old man will probably die to-day. 

mxiTA. Well, if he die«, God give bim rest I What'a 
that to me P 

^iatiiy6na [ittp* looting loteardt Ihe porch nhiU tht 
tpeaki] Eh, soimie ! Those that are alive have to think 
about living. One needs plenty of Mn«e in these matt«ra, 
hooey. What do you think ? I've tramped all over the 
place after your aEFairs, I've got quite footsore bothering 
about matteo. And you must not forget me when the 
time GoroeB. j 

nikIta. am what's it you've been bothering about? 

matryAna. About your aSain, about your future. ITyou 
don't take trouble in good time you'll get nothing. You 
know hin Moa^itch ? Well, I've been to hira too. I 
went there the otber day. I had something else to settle, 
you know. Well, to I sat and chatted awhile and then 
came to the point ^Tfll me, Ivin Mi>si\tcb," tays I, 
" bow's one to manage an affair of this kind ? Sup- 
posing," says I, "a peasant as is a widower married a 
second wife, and supposing all the children he has is a 
daughter by the first vrlfe, and a daughter by the second. 
Then," says I, " when that peasant dies, could an outsider 
get hold of the homestead by marrying the widow? 
Could he," says I, "give both the daugbten in marriage 
and remain master of the house himself?" "Yes, he 
could," says he, "but," says he, "it would mean a deal 
of trouble ; still the thing could be managed by means of 
money, hut if there's no money it's no good trying^" ,' 

nikIta [laught] That goes without saying, only fork out 
the money. Who does not want money? 

matry6na. Well then, honey, so I spoke out plainly 
about the affair. And he says, " First and foremost, your 
■on will have to get himself on the register of (hat village 
—that will cost something. The elders will hare to be 



jbyGoogtc 



38 The Power of Darkness 

treated. And they, you see, they'll sign. Everything," 
says he, " must be done sensibly." Look, [utireraps her I 
kercluef and takes out a paper] he's written out this paper ; 
just rem! it, you're a scholar, you know. [Nik'da rtadi\. 

MKfTA. This papers only a decision for the elders to 
sign. There's no great wisdom needed for that, 

HATRV^NA. But you just hear what Ivkn Moseitch bids 1 
us do. "Above all," he says, " mind and don't let the 
money slip away, dame. If she don't get hold of the 
money," he says, "they'll not let her do it. Money's the^ 
great thing ! " So look out, sonnie, things itre coming to ( 
a head. „,*>^ 

NiRiTA. What's that to me ? The money's hers — so let ' 
her look out, 

matrv6na. Ah, sonnie, how you look at it ! How can 
a woman manage such atfairs P Even if she does get 
the money, is she capable of arranging it all ? One knows 
what a woman is ! You're a man anyhow. You can hide 
it, and all that. You see, you've after all got more sense, 
in case of anything happening. 

mkIta. Oh, your woman's notions are all bo inexpedient ! 

uatry6ka. Why inexpedient? You just collar the 
money, and the woman's in your hands. And then should 
she ever turn snappish you'd be able to tighten the reins I 

NiKiTA. Bother you all, — I'm going. 

AsisYA [510/6 pate, runs out of the hilt and round Ike comer 
to MalT}f6na\ So it was, it was on him ! Here it is 1 
\_Sh.owa that ike has something under her apron], 

matrv6na. Give it to Nikfta, he'll hide it Nikita, take 
it and hide it somewhere. 

nik(ta. All right, give here 1 

ANJsVA, O-oh, my poor head ! No, I'd better do it 
myself. [Goes lotvards the gate]. 

M4TRy6na \teising ker by the arm] Where are you going 
to ? You'll be missed. There's the sister coming ; give 
it him ; he knows what to do. Eh, you blockhead ' 
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ANfsVA [ttopg irretotutelg] Oh, my head, my head! 

NiKfTA. Well, give it here, I'll shove it away somewhere 

ANisYA. Where will you shove it to ? 

nikIta [laughing] Why, are you afraid i" 

Enter Akotdina, camfing chthex from the wash. 

anIsva, O-oh, my poor head! [Gtva the money'\ Mind, 
Niklta. 

nikIta. What are you afraid of? Ill hide it so that 
I'll not be able to find it myself. [E.xit\. 

anIsva [sianils in terror\ Oh dear, and supposing he , . , 

MATRviNA. Well, is he dead ? 

ANisYA. Yes, he eeems dead. He did not move when 1 

matbyAna. Go in, there's Akoulina. 

ANfsYA. Well there, I've done the sin and he has the 
money. . , , 

matryAna. Have done andgoin! There'sMarthacoming! 

ANfaYA. Tliere now, I've trusted him. What's going 
to happen now ? [E«t]. 

MARTHA [enters from one tide, Akoulina enters frvm the 
other. To Akaiillna\ I should have come before, but I was 
at my daughter's. Well, how's the old man P Is he 
dying ? 

akoulJna [j}uU doivn Ike elotha] Don't know, I've been 
to the river. 

Hartha [poinlmg to Malry6na\ Who's that ? 

matry6na. I'm from Zoiievo. I'm Niklta's mother from 
Zoiievo, my dearie. Good afternoon to you. He's 
withering, withering away, poor dear — your brother, I 
mean. He came out himself. "Send for my sister,'' he 
said, "becauae," said he . . . Dear me, why, I do beheve, 
he's dead ! 

ANisYA [runs out screaming. Clings to a post, and begins 
wailing] ' Oh, oh, ah ! who-o-o-m have you lefl me 

* Loud public wBiIJng of this kind it coiBomarj, and ooDiidend 
IndiapeDuble, amnng the peasanta. 



jbyGooglc 



40 



The Power of Darkness 



to, «hy-jr-y bkve fou dese-e-e-e-rted me — a miserable 
widow ... to live my life «lone . . . Why luve you 
closed your bright eyes . . . 

Enlar Naghbour. Matry^na and Neighbour caleh bold of 
Anitya under the amu to tupport her. Akoulbia and Martha 
go into the hui. A cromd attemblet. 

A VOICE IN THB CROWD. Send for the old women to lay 
out the body. 

UATRv6s\ [rotU tq> her tleevet] Is there any water in 
the copper? But I dareuy the samovir is still hot 
m «Ibo go and help a biL 
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ACT III 

The tame hiL WiiUer. Nine moiU/u have patsed mux 
Act II. AtOtya, pUunly dretted, liu before a horn weaving. 
JVin it OM the men. 

H^rrcH [oh old labourer, eniert, and tlonjy taket ojf Ut 
oiddoor Utingt] Oh Lord, h«ve mercj I Well, hmsn't the 
nuater come home jet f 

AHitVA. What? 

MhntTCH. Nikfts isn't back from town, fs he t 

AMisYA. No. 

MfmrTCH. Mast have been on the spive. Oh Lord I 

ANfsVA. Have 70D finished in the stackyard ? 

MtrBiTCB. What d'yon think f Got It «tl as it ihonld 
be, and covered everything with straw I I don't like 
doing things by halves) Oh I^ordl holy Nicholas I [Pich 
at the eomi on lot kandt'\ But it's time he was back. 

anIsva. What need has he to hurry ? He's got money. 
Merry-making with that girl, I daresay . . . 

MhniTCH. Why shouldn't one make merry if one has 
the money ? And why did Akoulina go to town ? 

ANbvA. You'd better ask her. How do I luow what 
the devil took her there ! * 

MfTRiTCH. What I to town i There's all sort* of things 
to be got in town if one's got the means. Oh Lord ! 

HAH. Mother, I heard myself. "FU get you a little 
shawl," he says, blest if he didn't; "yon shall choose it 
yomself," he says. And she got herself up so fine; she 
put on her velveteen coat and the French shawl. 
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. ANfsYA. Really, a girl's modest; reaches only to the 

^N^oor. Step over the threshold and it'a forgotten. She 
U a shamelens creature. 

HfTBrrcH. Oh my I What's the use of being ashamed ? 
While there's plenty of money make merry. Oh Lord 1 
It is too soon to have supper, eh i [Anfa/a does not anttver] 
I'll go and get warm meanwhile. [Climb* on the Hove] 
Oh Lord ! Blessed Virgin Mother ! holy Nicholas ! 

NEioHBoUR [enferf] Seems your goodman's not back yet? 

ANfSVA. No. 

NEIOHBOUR. It's time be was. Hasn't he perhaps 
stopped at our inn? My Bister, Thekla, says there's heaps 
of sledges standing there as have come from the town. 

ANfavA. Nan ! Nan, 1 say t 

NAN. Yes? 

ANfsYA. You run to the inn and see I Mayhap, being 
drunk, he's gone there. 

NAN \Jumpt dorvnjrom the oven and dreuet\ All right. 

NBiQHBouH. And he's taken AkouUna with him ? 

ANisYA. Else he'd not have had any need of going. It's 
because of her he's unearthed all the business there. 
"Must go to the bank,'' he says; "it's time to receive 
the payments," he says. But it's all her fooling. 

NEIOHBOUR \thaket her head\ It's a bad look-out 
[Siknce]. 

NAN [at the door] And if he's there, what am I to say ? 

ANfsYA. You only see if he's there, 

NAN. All right I'll be back in a winking. [Long 
litence]. 

HfrRrrcH [nmm] Oh Lord! merciful Nicholas! 

NEIOHBOUR [ttarling] Oh, how he scared me? Who 
bit? 

ANfsYA. Why, Mitritch, our labourer, 

NsmHBouR. Oh dear, oh dear, what a fright he did 
give roe! I had quite forgotten. Bnt tell me^ dear, 
I've heanl someone's been wooing AkouUna? 
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ANisYA [geit up from ihe loom and sitr donm fiy Ihe table] 
There was some one trom Diidtovo ; but it seems the 
affair's got wind there too. They made a start, and 
then stopped; so the thing fell through. Of course, 
who'd care to ? 

NBiGKBOL'R. And the Lizoun6fs from Zoiievo ? 

ANIsva. They made some steps too, but it didn't come 
off either. They won't even see us. 

NEioKBDUB. Yet it's time she was tuarried. 

AMfsvA. Time and more than time ! Ah, ray dear, I'm 
that impatient to get her out of the house ; but the 
matter doei not come off. He does not wish it, nor she 
either. He's not yet had enough of his beauty, you 



iR. Eh, eh, eh, what doings ! Only think of it 
Why, he's her step-father ! 

anIsya. Ah, friend, they've taken me in completely. 
They've done me so fine it's beyond saying. I, fool that 
I was, noticed nothing, suspected nothing, and so I mar- . 
ried him. 1 guessed nothing, but they already understood 
one another. 

NUGHBorR. Oh dear, what goings on ! 

ANisYA. So it went on from bad to worse, and I see they 
begin hiding from me. Ah, friend, 1 was that sick — that 
sick of my life ! It's not as if I didn't lov 

NEIGHBOUR. That goes without saying. 

ANisYA. Ah, how hard it is to bea 
him ! Oh, how it hurts ! 

NEioHfiouR. Yes, and I've heard say he's becoming loo 
free with his fists ? 

^NisYA, And that too ! There was a time when he was 
gentle when he'd had a drop. He used to hit out before, 
but ol me he was always fond ! But now when he's in a 
temper he goes for me and is ready to trample me under 
his feet. The other day he got both hands entangled in 
my hair so that I could hardly get away, And the girl'? 
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worse than a serpent ; it's a wonder the earth bears such 

furies. 

NEiOHBouR. Ah, ah, ray dear, now t look at jou, jron 
are a sufferer 1 To suffer like that is no joke. To have 
given shelter to a beggar, and he to lead you such a 
dyice 1 Why don't you pull in the reins? 
^ANfsTA. Ah, but my dear, if it weren't for my heart ! 
Him as is gone was stem enough, still I could twist bim 
about any way I liked ; but with this one 1 can do nothing. 
As soon as I see him all my anger goes. I haven't a gnin 
of courage before him ; I go about like a drowned hen?/ 

NKiaHBOUR. Ah, neighbour, you must he under a ^U. 
I've heard that Matry^na goes in for that sort of thing. 
It must be her. 

ANfsYA. Yes, dear; I think so myself sometimes. 
Gracious me, how hurt 1 feel at times ! I'd like to 
tear him to pieces. But when I set eyes on bim, my 
heart won't go a^inst him. 

NEIOHBOUR. It's plain you're bewitched. It don't take 
long to blight a body. There now, when I look at you, 
what you have dwindled to ! 

ANfBYA, Growing a regular spindle-shanks. And just 
look at that fool AkouUna. Wasn't the girl a regular 
untidy slattern, and just look at her now ! Where hat it 
all come from i Yes, he has fitted her out. She's grown 
so smart, so puffed up, just like a bubble that's ready to 
burst. And, though she's a fool, she's got it into ber 
head, " I'm the mistress," she says ; " the house is mine ; 
it's me father wanted him to marry." And she's that 
vicious ! L6rd help us, when she gets into a rage she's 
ready to tear the thatch olTthe honse. 

NnoHBouR. Oh dear, what a life yours is, now I come 
to look at you. And yet there's people envying you; 
" They're rich," they say ; but it seems that gold don't 
kife p tears f t p-' f-lli »^ 

akIsya. Much reason for envy indeed 1 And the riches, 
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too, mil soon be made dni^ks and drakes of. Dear me, 
how he squanders money ! 

NEIGHBOUR. But how's it, dear, you've been so simple 
to give up the money ? It's yours. 

anIsya. Ah, if you knew sU I The thing is that I've 
nutde one little mistake. 

NiiOHBouR. Well, if I were you, I'd go straight and 
have the law of him. The money's yours; how dare be 
squander it ? There's no such rights. 

jiNisVA. They don't pay heed to that nowadays, 

NeiQHBotiR. Ah, my dear, now I come to look at you, 
you've got that weak. 

ANfsVA, Yes, quite weak, dear, quite weak. He's got 
me into a regular fix. I don't myself know anything. I 
Oh, my poor head ! J ^ 

NEroHBOcjH [liitening] There's someone coming, I think. 
[The door open* and Athu enters]. 

akIm [croesa Jdmielf, knocks the motv off hia feet, and take* 
off bis coal] Peace be to this house! How do you do? 
Are you well, daughter? 

ANisYA. Howd'you do, father? Do you come straight 
from home ? 

AKfH. I've been a-thinking, I'll go and see what's name, 
go to see my son, I mean,— my son. I didn't start 
early — had my dinner, I mean ; 1 went, and it's so what 
d'you call it — so snowy, hard walking, and so there I'm 
what d'you call it— late, I mean. And my son^is he at 
home ? At home ? My son, I mean. 

ANisYA. No ; he's gone to the town. 

akIm [«'/.! doti'i on a beni:/i] I've some business with 
him, d'you see, some business, I mean. I told him t'other 
day, told him I was in need— told him, I mean, that our 
horse was done for, our horse, you see. So we must what 
d'ye call it, get a horse, i mean, some kind of a horse, 1 
mean. So there, I've come, you see. 

ANfsYA. Niklta told me. When he comes back you'll 
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have A Ulk. [Goet lo the oveit\ Have some supper now, 
and he'll soon come. Mltritcb, eh Mftritcb, come have 
your supper. 

hItritch. Ob Lord I merd&l Nicholas I 

ANfsYA. Come to supper. 

NKioHBouR. I shall go now. Good-night [£n(]. 

MiTRiTCH [gett down Jrom the oven] I never noticed 
how I fell asleep. Oh Lord! gracious Nicholas! How 
d'yoa do. Daddy Aklm ? 

AKhf. Ah, Mitritch ! What are you, what d'ye call it, I 

MfTRiTCH. Why, I'm working for your son, Nikfta. 

txhi. Dear me ! What d'ye call . , . working for my 
son, I mean. Dear me ! 

ufTHiTCH. I was living with a tradesman in town, but 
drank all I had there. Now I've come back to the 
village. I've no home, so I've gone into service. [Gaper] 
Oh Lord! 

AKfM. But how's that, what d'you call it, or what's 
name, Nikita, what does he do f Has he some business, 
I mean besides, that he should hire a labourer, a labourer 
I mean, hire a labourer ? 

ANfsYA. What business should he have? He used to 
manage, but now he's other things oq his mind, so he's 
hired a labourer. 

HfTRiTCH. Why shouldn't he, seeing he has money f 

AKfM. Now that's what d'you call it, that's wrong, I 
mean, quite wrong, I mean. That's spoiling oneself. 

ANfsYA. Oh, he has got spoilt, that spoilt, it's just 
awful. 

ak(m. There now, what d'you call it, one thinks how 
to make things better, and it gets worse I mean. Riches 
spoil a man, spoil, I mean. 

hIthitcii. Fatness makes even a dog go mad ; how'sone 
not to get spoilt by fat living ? Myself now ; how I went 
on with &t living. I drank for three weeks without being 
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■ober. I drank my Utt breecbet. When I bmd nothing 
left, I gave it up. Now I've detennined not to. Bother 
it! 

AKttL And where's what d'you call, your old woman f 

MfTRiTCH. My old woman faat found her right place, 
old fellow. She's hanging about the gin-shops in town. 
She's a swell too; one eye knocked out, and the other 
black, and her muzzle twiited to one side. And she's 
never sober ; drat her ! 

AKhi. Oh, oh, oh, bow's that f 

ifiTRrrcH. And where 's a soldier's wife to go? She has 
found her right place. [Si/«ice]. ■ j 

AKfM [to Aattya] And Nikita,— has he what d'yoa call / 
it, taken anything up to town f I mean, anything to 
sell? 

anIsya [lm/i»g tht labU and tertAtg up] No, he's taken 
nothing. He's gone to get money from the bank. 

akIh [nUing down (o iuppeT\ Why i D'you wish to put 
it to another use, the money I mean ? 

ANfsYA. No, we don't touch it Only some twenty or 
thirty roubles as have come due ; they must be taken, 

AKhi. Must be token. Why take it, the money I 
mean ? You'll take some to-day I mean, and some to- 
moiTOW ; and so you'll what d'you call it, take it all, I 
mean. 

ANfsVA. We get this besides. The money is all safe. 

AEfK. All safe ? How's that, safe ? You Uke it, and 
it what d'you call it, it's all safe. How's that? You put 
a heap of meal into a bin, or a bam, I mean, and go on 
taking meal, will It remain there what d'you call it, all 
safe I mean ? That's, what d'you call it, it's cheating. 
You'd better find out, or else they'll cheat you. Safe 
Indeed I 1 mean you what d'ye call . , . you take it and 
it remains all safe there ? 

anIsya. I know nothing about it Ivin Mos^itch ad- 
vised us at the time. " Put the money in the bank," he 
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s&id, " the money will be sftfe, and you'll get interest,"] 

hItritck [having finixked hit tupper] That's so. 
lived with a tradesman. They all do like that. Put the 
money in the bank, then lie down on the oven and it 
will keep coming in. 

AKfu. That's queer talk. How'g that — what d'ye call, 
coming in, how's that coming in, and they, who do they 
get it from I mean, the money I mean ? 
/ ANisYA, They take the money out of the bank, 
•- MiXRITCH. Get along ! 'Tain't a thing a woman can 
understand ! You look here, I'll make it all clear to you. 
Mind and remember. You sec, suppose you've got some 
money, and 1, for inGtance, have spring coming on, my 
land's idle, I've got no seeds, or I have to pay taxes. 
So, you see, 1 go to you. "Akim," I say, "give us a 
ten-rouble note, and when I've harvested in autumn I'll 
return it, and till two acres for you besides, for having 
obliged me!" And you, seeing I've something to fall 
back on — a horse say, or a cow — you say, "No, give two 
or three roubles for the obligation," and there's an end of 
it. I'm stuck in the mud, and can't do without. So I 
say, "All right!" and take a tenner. In the autumn, 
when I've made my turnover, I bring it back, and you 
squeeze the extra three roubles out of me. 

, Yes, but that's wliat peasants do when they what 
d'ye cull it, when they forget God. It's nut honest, 1 
t's no good, I mean. 

MiTBiTCK. You wait. You'll see it comes just to the 
same thing. Now don't forget how you've skinned me. 
And Anlsya, say, has got some money lying idle. She 
does not know what to do with it, besides, she's » 
woman, and does not know how to use it. She comes to 
you. "Couldn't you make some profit with my money 
too?" she says. "Why not?" say you, and you wait. 
Before the summer 1 coroe again and uy, "Give me 
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; for auotiier, and lend him your own and I 

and skill him. That's what the bank is. j I 

and round. It's a cute thing, old fellow! 1 

i] Gracious me, whatever is that like ? I I 

;all it, it's filthy ! The peasants— what I 
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another tenner, and I'll be obliged." Then you find out 
if my hide isn't all gone, and if I caa be skinned again 
you give me Anisya's money. But supposing I'm clean 
shorn, — have nothing to eat, — then you see I can't be 
fleeced any more, and you say, " Go your way, friend," 
and you look out for another, and lend him your own and 
Anisya's money and ! 

t'it goes ri 
lUcfH [rxciledli/] 
It's what d'ye call it, it's filthy ! The peasants— w 
d'ye call it, the peasants do so I mean, and know it's, 
what d'ye call it, a sin ! It's what d'you call, not right, 
not right, I mean. It's filthy ! How can people as have 
leamt . . . what d'ye call it J. . 

HimiTCH. That, old fellow, is just what they're fond of! 
And remember, them that are stupid, or the women folk, 
48 can't put their money into use themselves, they take 
it to the bank, and they there, deuce lake 'em, clutch 
hold of it, and with this money they fleece the people. 
It's a cute thing ! 

Axfu [ligliiiig] Oh dear, I see, what d'ye call it, with- 
out money it's bad, and with money it's worse ! How's 
that.^ God told us to work, but you, what d'ye call , . , 
I mean you put money into the bank and go to sleep, and 
the money will what d'ye call it, will feed you while you 
sleep. It's filthy, that's what I call it ; it's not right. 

m/thitch. Not right? Eh, old fellow, who cares about 
that nowadays .' And how clean they pluck you, too ! 
That's the fact of the matter. 

AKfii [tight] Ah yes, seems the time's what d'ye call 
it, the time's growing ripe. There, I've had a look at the 
closets in town. What they've come to I It's all polished 
and polished I mean, it's fine, it's what d'j'C call it, it's 
like inside an inn. And what's it all for.' What's the 
good of it? Oh, they've forgotten God. Forgotten, I 
mean. We've forgotten, forgotten God, God I mean ! 
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Thank you, my dear, I've had enough. I'm quite utb' 
/ fied. [lUsa. Milriteh cliMbu on to Ike oiw]. 

^ ANfsvA \eaU, and coUecls the dUhea] If his father would' 
only take him to task ! But I'm ashamed to tell him. 

AKbi. What d'you say ? 

an(bva. Oh ! it's nothing. 

Enler Nan. 

akIm. Here's a good girl, always busy 1 You're cold, I 
should think ? 

NAN. Yes, 1 aiQ, terribly. How d'you do, grand- i 
father? 

ANfsYA. Well f Is he there ? 

NAN. No, But Andriyan is there. He's been to town, 
and he says he saw them at an inn in town. He says 
Dad's as drunk as drunk can be 1 

ANJ'avA. Do you want anything to eat.' Here you are. 

NAN [goes to the oven] Well, it it cold. My hands are 
quite nuTTib. [Akim taket off his Ug-bandi and baal-thoet. 
Anisya ivasJies up\. 

ANisYA, Father! 

akIm. Well, what is it ? I 

anIbva. And is Marina living well ? I 

AKJM. Yea, she's living all right. The little woman is 
what dye call it, clever and steady ; she's living, and what 
d'ye call it, doing her best. She's all ri^ht; the little 
woman's of the right sort I mean ; painstaking and what 
d'ye call it, submissive; the little woman's all right I 
mean, all right, you know. 

ANiavA. And is there no talk in your village that a 
relative of Marina's husband thinks of marrying our 
Akoullna P Have you heard nothing of it ? 

AKFM. Ah ; that's MirAnof. Yes, the women did chat- 
ter something. But I didn't pay heed, you know. 
It don't interest me I mean, I don't know anything. 
Yes, the old women did say something, but I've a bad 
memory, bad memory, I mean. But the Mir6nofs are 
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ashamed of my parent. 1 can paj my respei 
parent. How d'you do, father ? [Banv and p 
^(wd] My respects to you, j 

T akJm [does not anitver] Drink, I mean drink, what it 
/does! It's filthyTJ 

^^BikIta. Drink, what's that ? I've been drinking f 
to blame, that's flat I I've had s glass with a friend, 
drank his health. 

anIsva. Go and lie down, I say. 
NIkIta. Wife, say wliere am I standing ? 
ANfavA. Now then, it's all right, !ie down ! 
nikIta. No, I'll first drink a samovar with my parent. 
Go and light the samovir. Akoulina, 1 say, coi 

Enter Akoulina, smartlif drested and carrying IheiT pur- 

AKotiLfNA. Why have you thrown everything about ? 
Where's the yam ? 

nikIta. The yarn ? The yam's there. Hullo, Mitritch, 
where are you? Asleep? Asleep? Go and put the 
hor.e up. 

AKiM [not seeing Akoul'ma but looling at his Mn] Dear 
me, what is he doing ? The old man's what d'ye call it, 
quite done up, I mean,— been thrashing, — and look at 
hira, what d'ye call it, putting on airs ! Put up the 
horse ! Faugh, what filth ! 

mItritch [climbs dorm from the oven, and puts an felt 
booU\ Oh, merciful Lord ! Is the horse in the yard ? 
Done it to cieath, I dare say. Just see how he's been 
swilling, the deuce take him. Up to his very throat. Oh 
Lord, holy Nicholas ! [Puts on rheej>stin, and ejrrt]. 

nikIta [n'tr dtwiTi] You must forgive me, father. It's 
true I've had a drop; well, what of that? Even a hen 
will drink. Ain't it true ? So you must forgive me. 
Never mind Mitritch, he doesn't niind, he'll put it up, 

anIsya. Shall I really light the samovir ? 

nixIta. Light it 1 My parent has come. I wish to talk 
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NiKiTA. I'll not let you go ! Take it ! [PuU the 
inlo Akinis liand]. 

utfgVA \entert, and itopi\ You'd better take it, he'll girl 
you no peace ! 

akIm [lakes il, and tknktx hin head] Oh ! that liquor 
Not like a man, I mean! 

MKh-A. That's better! If you repay it you'll repay it, 
if not I'll iDHke no bother. That's what I am ! [Seet 
Akoulina\ AkoiiUiia, show your presents. 

AKOULINA. What ? 

nikIta. Show your presents. 

akoulIna. The presents, what's the use of sbowi 
'em .' I've put 'em away. 

NiKfTA. Get them, I tell you. Nan will like to 
Undo the shawl. Give it here. 

AKfM. Oh, oh ! It's sickening ! [Climbs on the 

akouUna [gels out Ike parcel* and puis Ihem on the table] 
Well, there you are,— what's the ^ood of looking at 'em ? 

NAN. Oh how lovely ! It's as good as Stepanlda's. 

akoulIna, Stepanida'a .' What's Stepanlda's compared 
to this ? [Brig/daiing up and undoing the jmrvehl Just li 
here, — see the quality ! It's a French one. 

NAN. The print u fine ! Mary has a dress like it, onl] 
lighter on a blue ground. This ii pretty. 

nikIta. Ah, that's it ! 

Anlsya paatei angrily into the closet, returns mtk a table- 
cloth and the chimnet/ of the tawomr, and goet up to Ike 
table. 

ANisYA. Drat you, littering the table ! 

nikIta. You look here ! 

aNisya. What am 1 to look at ? Have I never aeei 
anything ? Put it away ! [Sweeps the sliaml oa to thejloor 
wUh her arm]. 

AKOULiNA. What are you pitching things down for f 
You pitch your own things about ! [Picks up the sbaw[\, 

NIkIta. Anisya ! I»ok here ! 
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oiktrA. Vhj un 1 to look ? 1 

NikIta. You think I have forgotten you ? Look here I 
[SAoMw her a panel and tiit doten out if] It's a praBcnt 
for you. On); you must earn it I Wife, where am I 
sitting ? ^ 

ANfiYA. Enough of your humbug. I'm not afraid of / 
you. Whose money are you spreeing on and buying your / 
fat wench presents with ? Mine ! 

akouiJna. Yours Indeed ? No fear ! You wished to steal 
it, but it did not come off I Get out of the way I [Pmha 
her while trying to po**\- 

AMisYA. What are you shoving for? I'll teach you to 
shove ! 

akouUna. Shove me ? You try I [Prettet agmntt AtUtya\. 

HiaiTA. Now then, now then, you women. Have done 
now I \Stepi between them\. 

akouUna. Comes shoving herself in I You ought to 
keep quiet and remember your doings! You think no 
one knows ! 

ANisvA. Knows what? Out with it, out with it I What 
do they know i 

AKouLfNA. I know Bometbhig about you I 

ANJsvA. You're a slut who goes with another's husband t 

akoulIna. And you did yours to deathi 

ANisYA [ihrrtmiig hertelf on Akoulind\ You're raving ! 

NrKiTA [holdhig her 6dci] Aniaya, you seem to have for- 

ANfsYA. Want to frighten me! I'm not afraid of you ! 

NikIta \liiTnt Ai^a round and puihet her oui\ Be off ! 

ANisYA. Where am I to go P I'll not go out of my own 
house Ifl 

kikIta. Be off, I tell you, and don't dare to come in 
here! 

ANffVA. I won't go 1 [Nikita puthet her, Anitya cries and 
tcreanu and clingt to the door] What I am I to be turned 
out of my own house by the scruff of the neck ? What 
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ftre jrou doing, you scoundrel t Do jrou think there's no 
I Iftw for you ? You wait a bit ! 
'-'^HiKiTA. Now then ! 

ANisYA. I'll go to the Elder 1 To the policeman I 

NiKiTA. Off, I tell you ! [Puthet her oui], 

ANiflVA [b^nd the door] I'll huig myself! 

NnfTA. No fear 1 

NAN. Oh, oh, oh ! Mother, dear, darling ! [Cner]. 

NiKiTA. Me frightened of her ! A likely thing ! What 
are you crying for ? She'll come back, no fear. Go and 
Bee to the samovir. [Ktil Nan]. 

AKouLiNA [coiiecU Olid folds her pretet^] The mean 
wretch, how she's messed it up. But wait a bit, I'll cut 
up her jacket for her 1 Sure I wilt I 

NiKfTA. I've turned her out, what more ^o you want? 

AKouLfNA. She's dirtied my new shawl. If that bitch 
hadn't gone away, I'd have torn her eyes out ! 

NiKiTA. That's enough. Why should you be angry? 
Now if I loved her ... 

AKouLfNA. Loved her? She's worth loving, with her fat 
mug 1 If you'd have given ber up, then nothing would 
have happened. You sbottld4ave sent ber to the deviL 
And the house was mine all the same, and the money was 
mine ! Says she is the mistress, but what sort of mis- 
tress' is she to her husband ? She's a murderess, that's 
what she is 1 She'll serve you the same way I 

nikIta. Oh dear, how's one to stop a woman's jaw? 
You don't yourself know what you're jabbering about ! 
\ AEODiiNA. Yes, I do. I'll not live with her! I'll turn 
' her out of the house ! She can't live here with me. 
The mistress indeed! She's nbt the mistress,— 4frt jail- 
bird! 

NiaiTA. That's enough ! What have you to do with 

> her ? Don't mind ber. You took at me ! I am the 

master ! I do as I like. I've ceased to love her, and 
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. under m^r That's where I keep her. 
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Enter MUrilch. He lakes off his outdoor things and climbs 
on the oven. 

MiTRrrcH. Seems the women have been fighting again ! 
Tearing each other's hair. Oh Lord, gracious Nicholas 1 

akIm \sitling on the edge of the oven, lakes his teg-bands 
and shoes and begtTis pulling them on] Get in, get into the 

HiTRiTCH. Seems they can't settle matters between 
them. Oh Lord! 

NiKiTA. Get out the liquor, we'll have some with our 
tea. 

NAN [to AkoiiUna] Sister^the samovir is Just boiling 
over. 

MKiTA. And where's your mother ? 

NAN. She's standing and crying out there in the passage. 

nikIta. Oh, that's it ! Call her, anil tell her to bring 
the samovSr. And you, Akoullna, get tile tea things. 

AKouLfNA. Thetea things? All right, [Brings the t/ungt]. 

NIKfTA [unpacks spirits, rusts, and salt herrings\ That's for 
myself. This is yam for the wife. The paraffin is out 
there i^^e passage, and here's the money. Wait a bit, 
[lakes a counting-frame] I'll add it up. [Adds] Wheat-flour, ' 
80 kop^ykas, oil . . . Father, 10 roubles. . . . Father, 
come let's have some tea ! 

Silence. Akim sits on Ike oven and mnds the bands round 
his legs. Enter Anisya n'ilh samovdr. 
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utiwvA. Where slull 1 put it f 

NiKfTA. Here on the table. Weill have joa been to 
the Elder f Ah, that's it ! Have your say aud then eat 
your words. Now then, th«t's enough. Don't be cross, 
sit down and drink this. [Fill* a tvhe-^ast for her] And 
here's your present. [Givet her the parcel he had been nt- 
tmg on. Anitj/a takes it tilentfy and thakei her head\. 

AK(h [geU dorm and jniU on hit iheeptkin, Iken comet up to 
the table and putt dorm the money] Here, take your money 
back I Put it away. 

NiKiTA [doet not tee the money] Why have you put on 
your things ? 

akJh. I'm going, going 1 mean ; forgive me for the 
Lord's sake. [Taiet up hit cap and belt], 

NiKfiA. My gracious ! Where are you going to at this 
time of night ? 

AsiH. I can't, I mean what d'ye call 'em, in your house, 
what d'ye call 'em, can't stay I mean, stay, can't stay, 
forgive me. 
I " NiKfTA. But are you going without having any tea ? 
I . akIh [Jattent hit bell] Going, because, I mean, it's not 
I right in your house, I mean, what d'you call it, not right, 
Nikita, in the house, what d'ye call it, notriglit I I mean, 
yon are living a bad life, Nikfta, bad, — I'll go. 

MiKfTA, £h now ! Have done talking 1 Sit down and 
drink your tea ! 

ANiavA. Why, father, you'll shame us before the neigh- 
bours. What has offended you f 
' akIm. Nothing what d'ye call it, nothing has offended 
me, nothing at all ! I mean only, I see, what d'you call 
it, 1 mean, I see my son, to ruin I mean, to niUi^I mean 
my son's on the road to ruin, I mean. 

nikIta. What ruin? Just prove it I 

AKiM. Ruin, ruin ; you're in the midst of it ! What did 
I teU you that time ? 

NiKfTA. You said all sorts of things ! 
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1 it, I told you about 
igetl an orphan- 



AKfM. I told you, what d'ye c 
orphan lass. That yoii had wn 
Imean.wronRcdher! 

NiKJTA. Eh ! he's at it again. Let bygones be bygones 
... All that's past ! 

AKfn [e.tciUd] Post! No, Ud, it's not past. Sin, I 
mean, fastens on to sin — drags sin after it, and you've 
stuck fast, Nikfta, fast in sin ! Stuck fast in sin ! ! see 
you're fast in sin. Stuck fast, sunk in sin, I mean ! 

NtKiTA. Sit down and drink your tea, and have done 
with it ! 

AKfM. I can't, I mean can't what d'ye call it, can't 
drink tea. Because of your filth, I mean ; I feel what 
d'ye call it, I feel sick, very sick 1 I can't what d'ye call 
it, I can't drink tea with you. 

NJKJTA. Eh! There he goes rambling! Come to the 
table. 

1 net — you're 
jul that God 




Yoiure^Jn^yniic ricties 
t, I mean. Ah, Nitft 



NiKiTA. Now really, what right have you to reprove me 
in my own house ? Why do you keep on at nie .' Am I 
a child that you can pull by the hair? Nowadays those 
things have been dropped ! 

AKJM. That's true. I have heard that nowadays, what 
d'ye call it, that nowadays children pull their fathers* 
beards, t mean ! But that's ruin, that's ruin, I mean ! 

NtKlTA \angn(y] We are living without help from you, 
and it's you who came to us with your wants ! 

AKiu. The money? There's your money 1 I'll go beg- 
ging, begging I mean, before I'll take it, I mean. 

kik(ta. That's enough ! Why be angry and upset the 
whole company ! [^Holds him hi/ the ann]. 

AKiH \ihneki\ Let go! I'll not stay. I'd rather sleep 
under some fence than in the midst of your filth I Faugh ' 
Gud forgive me 1 [£TtfJ. 
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NiKh-A. Here's k go I 

AKin [reopeiu ike door] Come to your teiuea, NikfU! 
It;a_ the sou l thatGodwjigtB ! [£ni]. 

AKouiJrfA \lake* capj'jWeil, shall I pour out the tea ? 
\Taieet a cup. All are nlaU\. 

HfTRiTcH [raoTj] Oh Loid, be merciful to me a sinner ! 
{All ttaH]. 

NiKfTA \liet donm <m the bench] Oh, it's dull. It's dull I 
[To AiouUaa] Where's the concertina? 

akouiJna. The concertina ? He's bethought himself of 
it Why, you took it to be mended. I've poured out 
your tea. Drink it ! 

HikIta. I don't want it ! Put out the light . . . Oh, 
how dull I feet, how duU! [Sobi\. 



jbyGoogIc 



ACT IV 

Autumn. Everting. The moon u ihiiung. The stage n- 
pretenU the interior of courti/ard. The tcenery at the bade 
thorn, M the middle, the back porch of the hut. To the right 
the muter half of the hut and the gate; to the lejl the ntmmer 
half and the cellar. To the right of the stage is a shed. The 
sound of tipst/ voices and shouts are heard from the Ak(.' 
Second Neighbour Woman comet out of the hut and beckons to 
First Neighbour Woman, 

sKcoHD NdOHBOUR. How's it Akoullna lua not shown 
henelf? 

nRST NUOHBOUR. Why h«sn't >be shown bcnclf P She'd 
have been glad to; but she's too ill, you know. The 
suitor's relatives bsve come, and want to see the girl ; and 
she, mj dear, she's lying in the cold hut and can't come 
out, poor thing I 

SECOND NnoHDoun. But how's that 7 

FIRST NUOHBOUR. They say she's been iKwitched by an 
evil eye I She's got pains in the stomach ! 

SECOND NBioHBOUH. You don't say so? 

Titin NUOHBOUR. What else could it be? \Whispers\. 

SECOND NUOHBOUR. Dear me ! There's a go ! But his 
relatives will surely find it out } 

niuT NEiDHBouR. Tbey find it out I They're all drunk ! 
Besides, they are chiefly after her dowry. Just think what 

> Where not otherwise mentioned In tha stags diraotlou, It Is 
alwaff tbe winter half o( the bat that la refened to as " the hnt." 
Tfae summer half Is not heated, and not Dt»d in winter under ordl- 
nazj oLroanutancea. 
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they give with the girl ! Two fiirs, my dear, six dresses, 
« French shawl, and I don't know how many piecei 
of linen, and money m well, — two hundred roubles, it'i 

SECOND NEioHBouR. That's all very well, but even mon^ 
can't give much pleasure in the face of such « dis- 
grace. 

FtRST NBiOHBOun. Hush ! . . . There's his father, I think. 

Tiey ceate laUnng, ami go into the hul. 

The Stdtor't Faiher comet out of the ktd kiecoit^iing. 

THE FATHER. Oh, I'm all In a sweat. It's awfully hot I 
Will just cool myself a bit [^andt pvffing] The LonI only 
knows what — something is not right. I cao't feel happy. 
— Well, it's the old woman's a&ir, 

Enler Malryimafrom hut. 
I matiiy6ha. And 1 was just thinking, where's the father? 
( Where's the father ? And here you are, dear friend. . . . 
Well, dear friend, the Lord be thanked ! Everything ia 
as honourable as can be ! When one's arranging a match 
one should not boast And I have never leamt to boast 
But as you've come about the right business, so with the 
Lord's help, you'll be grateful to me all your life ! She's 
a wonderful girl! There's no other like her in all the 
district! 

THE PATHEH. That's true enough, but how about the 
money ? 

uatry6na. Don't you trouble about the money ! All 
she had from her father goes with her. And it's more 
than one gets easily, as things are nowadays. Three 
, times fifty roubles ! 

"^ THE FATHEH. We don't complain, but it's for our own 
child. Naturally we want to get the best we can. 

iCATRvdNA. I'll tell you straight, friend : if it hadn't 
been for me, you'd never have found Anything like her ! 
They've had an offer frxim the Karmllins, but I stood out 
against it And m for the money, I'll tell you truly : 
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when her father, God be merciful to his soul, was d^ng, 
he gave orders that the widow should tAke Nikita into 
the homestead — of course I know all about it from ray 
son, — and the money was to go to AkouKna. Why, another 
one might have thought of his own interests, but Nikitu 
gives everything clean 1 It's no trifle. Fancy what a sum 
it is I 

'KKR. People are saying, that more money was 
left her ? The lad's sharp too ! 

hatrv6na. Oh, dear soul alive! A slice in another's ) 
hand always looks big; all she had will be handed over, ■ 
I tell you, throw doubts to the wind and make all sure ! 
What a girl she is I as fresh as a daisy I 

THi: FATHER. That's so. But my old woman and I 
were only wondering about the girl ; why has she not 
come out? We've been thinking, suppose she's sickly? 

MATRYiNA. Oh, ah. . . . Who? She? Sickly? Why, 
there's none to compare with her in the district. The 
girl's as sound as a bell ; you can't pinch her. But you 
saw her the other day ! And as for work, she's wonderful ! 
She's a bit deaf, that's true, but there are spots on the 
sun, you know. And her not coming out, you see, it's 
from an evil eye I A spell's been cast on her ! And I 
know the bitch who's done the business ! They know of 
the betrothal and they bewitched her. But I know a 
counter-spell. The girl will get up to-morrow. Don't 
you worry about the girl ! 

THB FATHER. Well, of course, the thing's settled. 

hatry6na. Yes, of course ! Don't you turn back. And 
don't forget me, I've had a lot of trouble. Don't for- 
get . . . 

A n'OTnanS mice from the hid. 

VOICE. If we are to go, let's go. Come along, Ivin ! 

THE FATHER. I'm coming. [E-reunt. GuatU crvtud together 
m ihepaainge and prepare to go atna^]. 

NAN [runs out of Ike hut and calls to ^nijpya] Mother ! 
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ANfsYA [^from iruide] What d'you want f 

NAN. Motherj come here, or they'll hear, 

Anitya enUrt and Uia/ go lagclher to the shed. 

AfcisYA. Well ? What is it ? Where's AkouHna ? 

WAV. She's gone into the bam. It's awful what's she's 
doing there ! I'm blest ! " I can't bear it," she sayt, 
"I'll BCrcam," she saySj "I'll scream out loud." Blest 
if she didn't. 

anIsva. She'll have to wait. We'll see our visitors <M 
first. 

KAN. Oh mother ! She's so bad ! And she's angiy 
too. "What's the good of their drinking my health?" 
she says. " I shan't marry," she says. " I shall die," 
she says. Mother, supposing she does die ! It's awful. 
I'm so frightened ! 

ANtsvA. No fear, she'll uot die. But don't you go nemr 
her. Come along. [Erif Anisya and Nan]. 

uiTtiiTCH [comti in at the gate and begiru collecting ike 
tcaUered hai/] Oh Lord ! Merciful Nicholas ! What a lot 
of liquor they've been and swilled, and the smell they've 
made ! It smells even out here ! But no, I dou't want 
any, drat it ! See how they've scattered the hay about. 
Tbey don't eat it, but only trample it uhder foot. A truss 
gone before you know it. Oh, that smell, it seems to be 
just under my nose ! Drat it ! [I'awfu:] It's time to go to 
sleep 1 But 1 don't care to go into the hut. It seems 
to float just round my nose 1 It has a strong scent, the 
damned stuff! [The giiejils are heard driving off] They're 
off at last. Oh Lord! Merciful Nicholas ! There they 
go, binding themselves and gulling one another. And it's 
all gammon ! 

Enter NiHta. 

NiKfrA. Mftritch, you get off to sleep and I'll put this 
straight. 

MiTKiTCH. All right, you throw it to the sheep. Well, 
have you seen 'em all off? 
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But things are not vight ! I 



NiKh-A. Yes, they're 
don't know what to Ho 

«fTRiTCH. It's a fine 
for that sort of thin 
there ; they'll take 'em a! 
like, they ask no questions, 



Whoeve 



ere's the Foundlings' ' 

likes may drop one 

(jive 'em as many as you 

md even piiy— if the mother 

easy enough nowadays. 

id, Mltritch, don't go blabbing. 

concern of mine. Cover the trncks as 

ear me, how you smell of liquor 

[Exil, yawning]. 

a atcdge. 




I'll 



NIKtT*. 

mItkitch. It's ; 
you think best. 
Oh Lord 

KikUa u Umg silent. Sits dotim 

nikIta. Here's a go! 

EtUct AnUya. 

ANisvA. Where are you ? 

nikIta. Here. 

ANiavA. Wliat are you doing there ? There's no time to 
be lost ! We must take it out directly ! 

s-iKiTA. What are we to do ? 

ANfsVA. I'll tell you what you ore to do. And you'll 
have to do it ! 

nikIta. You'd better take it to the Foundlings' — if any- 
tjjing. 
Y^ ANisYA, Then you'd better take it there yourself if you 
l^ke ! You've a hankering for ^py it. but you're weok 
when it comes to settling up, I see J 

I tell you, and dig a 

. Couldn't you manage, somehow, some othi 
1 [imilating kini] " Some other way ? " Seems we 
You should have thought about 
it a year ago. Do what you're tqjd to ! 
NiitiTA. Oh dear, what a go ! 'jt 

1 The FoDDcllingg' Hospital in Uoscow, where 80 to 90 per cent. 
of the children die, 
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Enter Nan. 

MAN. Mother! Grandmother's calling ! I think sister't 
got a baby ! I'm blest if it dida't scream I 

ANiiYA. What are ;ou babbling about? Plague take 
you! It's kittcDfi whining there. Go into the hut and 
sleep, or I'll give it you ! 

NAN. Mammy dear, truly, I swear , , . 

anIbya [raiting her arm at if to ttrike] I'll give it you ! 
You be off and don't let me catch sight of you ! [Nan 
rtau into hiU. To NiiUa] Do as you're told, or else mind I 

r&ii]. 

Y^ NiKfrA [ahtie. After a long nlencel Here's a go ! Oh 
f~ these women ! What a fix I Says you should have thought 
of it a year ago. When's one to think beforehand? 
When's one to think ? Why, last year this Anlsya dangled 
after me. What was I to do? Am I a monk? The 
master died ; and I covered ray tin aa was proper, so I was 
not to blame there. Aren't there lots of such cases? 
And then those powders. Did I put her up to that ? 
Why, had I known what the bitch was up to, I'd have 
killed her ! I'm sure I should have killed her ! She's 
made me her partner in these horrors — that jade ! And 
she became loathsome to me from that day 1 She became 
loathsome, loathsome to me as soon as mother told me 
about it. I can't bear the sight of her ! Well then, how 
could I live with her ? And then it begun. . . . That 
wench began hanging round. Well, what was I to 
do ! If ^ ^inijl nnt. done it, sometme else would. And 
this is what comes of it ! Still I'm not to blame in this 
either. Oh, what a go 1 [&U thinldi^] They are boU, 
these women! What a plan to think of! But I won't 
have a hand in it li 

Enter Matty6namlh a tantem ind tpade, panting. 
HATRY6NA. Why are you sitting there like a ben on 
a perch ? What did your wife tell you to do ? You just 
get things ready I 
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nikCta. What do you mean to do ? 

MathviIna. We know what to do. You do your share ! 

kikIta. You'll be getting me into a mess I 

(CATBYiiNA. What ? You're not thinking of backing out, 
ire you ? Now it's come to this, and you back out ! 

nikIta. Think what a thing it would be ! It's a Jl yinB__ 
loul. " 



Why, it's more dead 
vith it ? Go and take 
ust the same, and the 
ill talk, and the girl be 



"^^"matryiSna. a living soul indeed ! 
than alive. And wliat's one to do 
it to the Foundlings' — it will die _ 
rumour will get about, and people w 
left on our hands. 

nik(ta. And supposing it's found out f 

mati(y6na. Not manage to do it in one's own house f 
We'll manage it so tbat no one will have an inkling. Only 
do as I tell you. We women can't do it without a man. 
There, take the spade, and get it done there, — I'll bold 
the light. 

NiKiTA. What am 1 to get done .* 

MATRvdNA [in a low %-aice] Dig a hole ; then we'll bring 
it out and get it out of the way in a trice ! There, she's 
calling again. Now then, get in, and I'll go. 

NrKfTA, Is it dead then ? 

Matry6na. Of course it is. Only you must be quick, or 
else people will notice ! They'll see or they'll hear 1 The 
rascals must needs know everything. And the policeman 
went by this evening. Well then, you see [givf* him Ike 
*pade\, you get down into the cellar and dig a hole right 
in the comer ; the earth is soft there, and you'll smooth 
it over. Mother earth will not blab to any one; she'll 
keep it close, Go then ; go, dear. 

fNiKiTA. You'll get me into a mess, botlier you ! I'll go 
away ! You do it alone as best you can Ij 

ANisYA [Ikrmgk the dtmm-ay] Well ? "flas he dug it ? 

HATRYiiNA. Why have you come away? What have 
you done with it ? 
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ANfsYA. I've covered it with rags. No one can hear it 
Well, has he dug it? 

iiathy6na. He doesn't want to ! 

anIsya [tpringM out enraged] Doesn't want to! How 
will he like feeding vermin in prison! I'll go straight 
away and tell everything to the police ! It's all the, ume 
if one must perish, I'll go straight and tell ! 

NiKiTA [taien aback] What will you tell ? 

ANfsYA. What ? Everything ! Who took the money ? 
You ! [NitUa it tUe>ii\ And who gave the poison ? I did ! 
But you knew ! You knew ! Yon knew ! Wc were in 
agreement ! 

matry6na. That's enough now. Nikita dear, why are 
you obstinate? What's to be done now? One must take 
some trouble. Go, honey. 

ANfsvA. See the fine gentleman ! He doesn't like it ! 
You've put upon me long enough! You've trampled me 
nnder foot ! Now it's my turn ! Go, I tell you, or else I'll 
do what I said. . . . There, take the spade ; there, now go ! 

NiKfTA. Dratyou! Can't you leave a fellow alone J [Taket 
the tpade, but thrink»\ If I don't choose to, I'll not go ! 

anIsya. Not go ? \Be^m to shotti'] Neighbours ! Heh ! 
heh ! 

iiatry<Sna \clotet her tnotdh] What are you about i You're 
mad [ He'll go. . . . Go, sonnie ; go, my own. 

ANfsYA. I'll cry murder! 

nikIta. Now stop! Oh what people ! You'd better be 
quick. ... As well be hung fbr a sheep as a lamb ! \Cha 
lotvardt the cellar]. 

iiatry6na. Yes, that's just it, honey. If you know how 
to arouse yourself, you must know how to hide the conse- 
quences. 

r^ anIsya \*lill ejx:iled] He's trampled on me ... he and 
his slut ! But it's enough ! I'm not going to be the 
only one ! Let him also be a murderer ! Then he'll 
how it feels ! 
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matrvAna. There, there ! How she flares up ! Don't 
you be cross, lass, but do things quietly little by little, u 
it's best. You go to the girl, and he'll do the work. 
[Folloii'S Nikila lo the cellar mith a lantern. He descendt i 
in^ the cellar], 

f_ANi9VA, And I'll make him strangle his dirty brat! [SHU 
excited] Tve worried myself to death all alone, with Peter's 
bones weighing on my mind ! Let him feel it too ! I'll 
not spare myself; I've said I'll not spare myself Fj 

NIkIta [from the cellar] Sliow a light ! '""^ 

Matby6na [holds up liie lanlem lo htin. To Aiiis;ia] He's 
digging. Go and bring it. 

ANfsYA. You stay with him, or he'll go away, the wretch I 
And I'll go and bring it. 

matry6na. Mind, don't forget to baptize it, or f will 
if you like. Have you a cross ? 

AtJtBVA. I'll find one. I know how to do it. [Erii]. 

See at end of Act, Variation, nkick may be used itutead 

of the follorving. 

hathy6na. How the woman bristled up! But one | 
must allow she's been put upon. Well, but with the Lord'« " 
help, when we've covered this business, there'll be an 
end of it. We'll shove the girl off without any trouble. 
My son will live in comfort. The house, thank God, is 
as full as an egg. They'll not forget me either. Where 
would they have been without Matrydna ? They'd not 
bave known how to contrive things. [Peering into the 
cellar] Is It ready, sonnie ? 

NIKITA [puts out his head] What are you about there 7 
Bring it quick ! What are you dawdling for? If it is 
be done, let it be done. 

matrv6na [goes towards door of the hut and meeit Anitya. 
Aninya comes out tvith a baby forapped in rag^ Well, have i 
you baptized it ? 
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ANfavA. Why, of course ! It wu all 1 could do to Uke 
it away — she wouldn't give it apt [Comet firward ofid handt 
it to IfiJttla]. 

nikIta [doet not take ii\ Yon bring it yourself I 

ANisYA. Take it, I tell you I [Tkromt the babif to hm\. 

nibIta \catehet ii\ It's alive \ Gracious me, it's moving I 
It's alive ! What am 1 to . . . 

ANisVA [tnaicket the hab^ Jf'OM him and throwt it into Ike 
ceUar\ Be quick and smother it, and then it won't be 
alive i [Ptuhee NikUa dorm] It's your doing, and you must 
finish it. 

matby6na [tit* on the doorttep of the hut] He's tender- 
hearted. It's hard on him, poor dear. Well, what of 
that i Isn't it also his sin P 

Anitya tlandt bg the cellar. 

hatry6na [tilt looting at her and ditcoartet] Oh, oh, oh! 
How frightened he was : well, but what of that? If it it 
hard, it's the only thing to be done. Where was one to put 
it ? And just think, how ofton it happens that people pray 
to God to have children I But no. Cod gives them none ; or 
they are all still-born. Look at our priest's wife. now. . . , 
And here, where it's not wanted, here it lives. [Lookt to- 
HwiitfAece/^] I suppose he's finished. [ToAnl^] Well? 

ANisYA [iooking into the cellar] He's put a board on it 
and is sitting on it It must be finished ! 

hatryAna, Oh, oh ! One would be glad p ot to ii n, 

Re-enter NuMoJhM cellar, trembling all over. 

NiKfTA. It's still alive ! I can't ! It's alive ! 

ANisYA. If it's alive, where are you off to? [Triet to 
Hop Ann]. 

NiKfTA \puhet at her] Go away ! I'll kill you ! [Caichet 
hold of her armt ; she etcapet, he ntnt after her with the tpade. 
Matrydna runt tomardt him and tlopt him. Anin/a rvnt into 
the porch. Matryina triet to wrench the tpade Jrom him. 
To hit mother] I'll kill you! I'll kill you! Go away! 
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[MatjyAna rum lo Anisya in the porch. NUcUa atop*] I'll ' 
kill 70U ! I'll kill you all ! 

matry6na. Thai's because he's ao frightened ! Neva ' 
mind, it will (lass! 

nikIta. What have they maife me do? What have 
they msde me do? How it whimpered. . . . How it 
crunched under me! /What have they done with me? 
, . . And it's really alive. Still alive ! \Luieru in liltnce] 
It's whimpering . . . There, it's whimpering. [Rutulotht J'|B 
ctUar]. —^jJ 

MathvAna \lo Anisffo] He's going; it seems 
to bury it. Niklta, you'd better take the lantern ! 

HiKiTA [does not heed her, but littau by the cellar door] 
I can hear nothing ! I suppose it was fancy I \_Mtfvet aniay, 
them ttojia] How the little bones crunched under me. 
Krr. . . kr . . . What have they made me do? [Ualeiu 
again] Again whimpering '. It's really whimpering ! What 
can it bf ? Mother ! Mother, I say ! [Goei up lo her). 

Iiatry6na. What is it, sonnie ? 

NikJta. Mother, my own mother, I can't do any more 1 
Can't do any more ! My own mother, have same pity on 

uatrv6na. Oh dear, how frightened you are, my dar- 
ling I Come, come, drink a drop to give you courage ! 

NisirA. Mother, mother ! It seems my time has come ! \ 
What have you done with me? How the little bones • 
crunched, and how it whimpered ! My own mother! What 
have you done with me i [Slept aside and tiU down on tke 
itedge]. 

MATRViiNA. Come, my own, have a drink ! It certainly 
does seem uncanny at night'time. But wait a l)it. When 
the day bre.iks, you know, and one day and another 
passes, you'll forget even to think of it. Wail a bit; when 
the girl's married we'll even forget to think of it. But 
you go and have a drink ; have a drink ! I'll go and put 
things straight in the cellar myself. 
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NiidTA [roata kimtelf] Is there uiy drink left? Per> 
baps 1 can drink it off! [£^]. 

An(n/a, mho bat ttood all the lime by the door, tUenlhf make* 
way for him. 

matryAna. Go, go, honey, and I'll set to work t I'll go 
down myself and dig ! Where has he thrown the sptide 
to i [FimU the tpade, and goet dotm inio the cellar] Anlsya, 
Game here ! Hold the light, will you ? % 

ANisYA. And what of him ? 

matryiSna. He's so frightened ! You've been too hard 
with him. Leave him alone, he'll come to bis senses. 
God help him ! I'll set to work myself. Put the lantern 
down here. I can see. 

Mairydna ititappeart inio the cellar. 

AvisTA [looldng loreard* the door by which NikUa enfered* 
tie htd] Well, have you bad enough spree ? You've beenl 
pufGng yourself up, but now you'll know how it feeb!' 
You'll lose some of your bluster I 
ftiiKlTK [nuAu tmt of the hia iomtnU the cellar] Mother I ^ 
f mother, I say ! 

iutry6na [pttte otU her head] What is it, sonnie f '. ^ 

nikIta [Utietmg] Don't bury it, it's alive ! Don't you V 
hear ? Alive ! There — it's whimpering 1 There . , . quite^ 
pUln! 

matry6na. How can it whimper ? Why, you've flat. ' 
tentid it into a pancake ! The whole bead is smashed to* 
biUl I 

nikIta. What is it then ! [Stop* hi* eart] It's still * 
.whimpering 1 I am lost ! Lost ! What have they done * 
«ith me ? . , . Where shall I go P [Site down on the riep\. , 
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VARIATION 

'instead of ike end of Act IV. (from the words, 
" ANi'sYA. I'll find one, t know how to do it. [£«(] '") the 
foliamng variation mag be read, and is the one usually acted. 



The interior of the hut as in Act I. 

Nan ties on the bench, and is covered with a coat. MUritck 

is titling on the men miio/njig. 

mItritch. Dear me ! How they've made the place 
smell ! Drat 'em ! They've been spilling the fine stuff. 
Even tobacco don't get rid of the smell ! It keeps tick- 
ling one's nose so. Oh Lord ! But it's bedtime, I guess. 
[Approac/ies the lamp to put it out], 

NAN \jumps up, and reinaittS sitUng up] Daddy dear,' 
don't put it out! 

MiTBiTCH. Not put it out ? Wily ? 

NAN. Didn't you hear them making a row in thi; yard? 
[Lfcf/nw] D'you hear, there in the barn again now? 

MiTRiTCH. Wliat s that to you ? I guess no one's asked 
you to mind ! Lie down and sleep 1 And I'U turn down 
the light, \Tum3 tlonti lampl. - — > 

NAN. Daddy darling ! Don't put it right out ; leave a I 
little bit if only as big as a mouse's eye, else it's so ' 
frightening I 

mItritch [laug/is] All right, all right. [Sits donm by her] 
What's there to be afraid of? 

' Kbu call* Ultritch " daddj" merclj' as a term of endearment. 
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NAN. How can one help being frightened, daddy t 
Sister did go on so I She wu beating her head against 
the box ! [Whupen] You know, I know ... a Uttle babjr 
is going to be bom. . . . It's already bom, I think. . , . 

ufTRiTCH. Eh, what a little busybody it is ! May the 
frogs kick her ! Must needs know everything. Lie down 
and sleep ! [Nan Uet down] That's right ! \T\ich her up] 
That's right ! There now, if you know too much you'll 
grow old too soon. 

NAN. And you are going to lie on the oven ? 

■linuTCH. Well, of course ! What a little silly you are, 
now I come to look at you ! Most needs know everything. 
\Ttick$ A«r up affiin, that ttaads tip to go] There now, lie 
still and sleep ! [Goer up fo lie oven]. 

NAN. It gave just one cry, and now there's nothing to 

Hhnrrcu. Oh Lord! Gracious Nicholas I VPbat is it 
you can't hear? 

NAN. The baby. 

HfTRiTCH. There is none, that's why you can't hear iL 

NAN. But I heard it I Blest if I didn't bear it! Such 
f a t hin voice ! 

mItiutch. Heard indeed t Much you heard ! Well, if 
you know, — why then it was just such a little girl as you 
that the bogey popped into his bag and made off* with. 

NAN. What bogey ? 

MlTRrrcH. Why, just his very self! [ClinAt iq> on to the 
otwn] The oven is beautifully warm to-night. Quite a 
treat ! Oh Lord I Gracious Nicholas ! 

KAN. Daddy ! are you going to sleep ? 

HfruTCH. What else f Do you think I'm going to sing 

SUtmx. 

NAM. Daddy! Daddy, I say! lliey are di|^^g! they're 
digging — don't you hear i filest it they're not, they're 
digging! 
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iifnuTCH. What are yon dreaming about ? Digijing ! 
Digging iu the night ! Whii's digging ? The cow's rub- 
bing htrselfj that's all. Digging indeed ! Go to sleep 
I tell you, else I'll just put out the light ! 

NAN. Daddy darling, don't put it out! I won't . . , 
truly, truly, I won't It's so frightful ! 

HiTRiTCii. Frightful ? Djn't be afraid and then it won't 
be frightful. Look at her, she's afraid, «nd then says it's 
frightful. How can it help being frightful if you are 
. afraid ? Eh, what a stupid little girl ! 

SiloKt. The cricket ckirpt. 

NAN \rtkvsperg\ Daddy 1 I say, daddy I Are you 

ufTRiTCK. Now then, what d'you want? 

NAN. What's the bogey like? 

miTRiTcH. Why, like this ! When he finds sueh a one 
as you, who won't sleep, he comes with a sack and pops 
the girl into it, then in he gets himself, head and all, 
lifts her dress, and gives her a fine whipping! 

NAN. What with ? 

MiTRiTCH. He takes a birch-broom with him. 

HAN. But he can't see there — inside the sack 1 

MiTBiTCH. He'll see, no fear ! 

NAN. But I'll bite him. 

n/TniTCH. No, friend, him y 

NAN. Daddy, there's some oi 
gracious goodness ! Who c 

uiTRiTcu. Well, if some one 
What's the matter with you ? 

Enter An'at/a. 

ANfsvA, Nan ! [Nun pretendi i 

MfTRrrcH. What ? 

ANfKV'A. What's the lamp bur 
to sleep in the summer-hut. 

MfTRiTCH. Why, you see I 
put the light out all right. 



}u can't bite ! 

e coming ! Who ii 



ItP Oh 



1 it be ? 

9 coming, let them come 1 
1 suppose it's your mother ! 

be atlecp\ Mftritch ! 

f for? We are going 

e only just got straight. I'S 
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AHfiYA [rwnnta^ m her box and gnanblei] When a thing's 
wftuted one never can find it I 

icfTRiTCH. Why, what is it you *re looking for f 

ANfrvA. I'm looking for a cross. Suppose it were to die 
nnbaptized I It would be a sin, you know I 

MfnuTCH. Of course it would ! Everything in due 
order. . . . Have you found it ? 

AKiffVA. Yes, I've found it [Exil]. 

HiriuTCH. Thai's right, else I'd have lent her mine. 
Oh Lord I 

NAN [Jwmpt vp treTnbUng] Oh, oh, dnddy 1 Don't go to 
sleep ; for goodness' sake, don't ! It's bo frightful 1 

MfriUTCH. What's irightfu] ? 

NAN. It will die — the little baby will 1 At Aunt Irene's 
the old woman also baptised the babyi-aud it died ! 

■ifTRiTcH. If it dies, they'll bury it ! 

NAN. But maybe it wouldn't have died, only old Granny 
Matry6na's there ! Didn't I bear what granny was saying i 
I heard her ! Blest if I didn't ! 

MfTRiTCH. What did you hear? Go to sleep, I tell 
you. Cover yourself up, head and all, and let's have an 
end of it ! 

NAN. If it lived, I'd nurse it ! 

Mh-nrrcH [roart] Oh Lord ! 

NAN. Where will they put it t 

HfTRrrcH. In the right place ! It's no business of yours ! 
Go to sleep I tell you, else mother will come ; she'll give 
it you I [Silence]. 

MAN. Daddy I Eb, daddy ! That girl, you know, you 
were telling about — they didn't kill her ? 

HiTRrTCH. That girl ? Ob yes. That girl turned out al) 
right! 

NAN. How was it? You were saying you found her? 

mItbitch. Well, we just founit her ! 

MAN. But where did you find her ? Do tell 1 

MfTRrrcH. Why, in their own house ; that's where i We 
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came to a village, the soldiers began hunting about in the 
house, when suiidenly there's that same little girl lying 
on the floor, flat on her stotnnch. We were going to give 
her a knock on the head, but all at once I felt that sorry, 
that 1 took her up in my arms; but no, she wouldn't let 
me! Made herself so heavy, quite a hundredweight, 
and caught hold where she could with her hands, so that 
one couldn't get them off'! Well, so I began stroking her 
bead. It was so bristly, — just like a hedgehog! So 1 
stroked and stroked, and she quieted down at last 1 
soaked a bit of rusk and gave it her. She understood 
that, and began nibbling. What were we to do with her ? 
We took her ; took her, and began feeding and feeding 
her, and she got so used to us that we took her with us on 
the march, and so she went about with us. Ah, she was 
a fine girl ! 

NAN. Yes, and not baptized .' 

hItritch. W'ho can tell ! They used to say, not alto- 
gether. 'Cos why, those people weren't our own, 

NAN. Germans ? 

MiTRrrcH. What an idea! Germans! Not Germans, 
but Asiatics. They are just the same as Jews, but still 
not Jews. Polish, yet Asiatics. Curls ... or, Curdlys 
is their nnme. . . . I've forgotten what it is!' We 
called the girl Sashka. She was a fine girl, Sishka was ! 
There now, I've forgotten everything I used to know! 
But that girl— the deuce take her— seems to be before 
ray eyes now ! Out of all my time of service, I remember 
how they flogged me, and I remember that girl. That's all 
I remember! She'd hong round one's neck, and one 
'ud carry her so. That was a girl, — if you wwnted a 
belter you'd not find one ! We gave her away after- 
wards. The captain's wife took her to bring op as her 
daughter. So — she was all right ! How sorry the sol- 
diers were to let her go ! 

' Probablj Kiirda. 
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NAN. There now, dtddy, and I remember when father 
was dyinfr, — you were not living with us then. Well, he 
called Nikita and says, "Forgive me, Nikfta!" he says, 
and begins to cry. [^ig/u] That also felt very sad ! 

HhnrrcH. Yes ; there now, so it is . . . 

NAN. Daddy ! Daddy, I say ! There they are again, 
making a noise in the cellar ! Ofa gracious heavens ! Oh 
dear! Oh dear! Ob, daddy I They'IIdoGomethingtoitl 
They'll make away with it, and it's so little ! Oh, oh I 
\CoverM up A«r head and cnei\. 

futniTCH [liitemng] Really they're up to some villainy, 
blow tliem to shivers ! Oh, these women are vile crea- 
tures ! One can't say much for men either ; bat women ! 
. . . They,are like wild beasts, and stick at nothing !f 

NAN [ruing] Daddy ; I say, daddy 1 ^ 

MiTRiTCK. Well, what now ? ^ 

KAN. The other day a traveller stayed the night ; he 
said that when an infant died its soul goes up straight to 
heaven. Is that true ? 

mItritch. Who can tell. I suppose so. Well 7 

NAN. Oh, it would be best if I died too. [fPkimpert]. 

Mh-RiTCH. Then you'd be off the list I 

NAN. Up to ten one's an infant, and maybe one's soul 
muld go to God. Else one's sure to go to the bad I 
^^MiTRrrcK. And how to the bad f How should the likes 
4lof you not go to the bad? Who teaches you } What do 
you see ? What do you hear i Only vileness ! I, though 
I've not been taught much, stilt know a thing or two. 
I'm not quite like a peasant woman. A peasant woman, 
what is she ? Just mud ! There are many millions of the 
likes of you in Russia, and all as blind as moles — knowing 
nothing! All sorts of spells: how to stop the cattle- 
plague with a 'plough, and how to cure children by put- 
ting them under the perches in the hen-house I That's 
1 what they know ! 
' MAN. Yes, mother also did that I J 
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MfrniTCH. Yea, — tliere it is, — just so ! So many millions 
of girls and women, and all like beasts in a. forest ! As she 
grows up, so she dies ! Never sees anything ; never bears 
anything. A peasant, — he mny leam something at the 
pub, or maybe in prison, or in the army, — -as I did. But a 
woman ^ Let alone al>oiit God, she doesn't even know 
rightly what Friday it is ! Friday ! Friday ! But ask her 
what's Friday ? She don't know I They're like blind 
puppies, creeping about and poking their noses into 
the dung-heap. . . . All Ihey know are their silly songs. 
Ho, ho, ho, ho ! But what they mean by ho-ho, they 
don't know themselves/ 
jiAN. But I, daddy ,ldo know half the Lord's Prayer ! 
lufTFiTcii. A lot you know l But what can one expect 
of you ? Who teaches you .' Only a tipsy peasant — with 
the strap perhaps ! That's all the teaching you get ! I 
don't know who'll have to answer for you. For a recruit, 
the drill-sergeant or the corporal has to answer ; but for 
the likes of you there's no one responsible ! Just as the 
cattle that have no herdsman are the most mischievous, so 
with you wuiueu — you are the stupidest class I The mosc 
foolish class IB you rs 1 / 

NAN. Then whaCTone to do ? 

HiTRiTCH. That's what one has to do. . . . You just 
COtier up your head and sleep ! Oil Lord ! 

Silence. The cricket chirps. 

NAN [jumps u/>] Daddy ! Some one's screaming awfully ! 
Blest if some one isu't screaming ! Daddy darling, it's 

HixKiTCH. Cover up your head, I tell you ! 

Enter SikUa, foUon-ed hy Matryima. 

NudxA. What have they done with me ? What have 
they done with me ? 

KATRVbNA. Have a drop, honey ; have a drop of drink ! 
What's the matter .> [Fetchef the *piriU and tett the boUk 
before him]. 
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Perhaps the drink will help me ! 
They're not asleep ! Here you are. 



tHKiTA. Give it hei 

matry6na. Min 
have « drop ! 

NiKiTA. What does it all mean ? Why did you plan 
it ? You might have taken it somewhere ! 

MATHviiNA [ti/khpers] Sit still a bit and drink a little 
more, or have a smoke. It will case 3-our thoughts ! 

NiRiTA. My own mother ! My turn seems to have come 1 
How it began to whimper, and how the little bones 
crunched . . . krr . . . I'm not a man now ! 

uathv6na. Eh, now, what's the use of talking so silly I 
Of course it does seem fearsome at night, but wait till the 
daylight comes, and a day or two passes, aad you'll forget 
to think of it ! [Goex up to NikUa and pult her hand on hit 
thoulder]. 

nikIta. Go away from me ! What have you done with 
met 

MATRViiNA. Come, come, sonnie I Now really, what's ' 
the matter with you ? [Ta/cet his Hand]. 

nikIta. Go away from me ! I'll kill you I It's all one 
tome now! HI kill you! 

MATnv6NA. Oh, oh, how frightened he's got! You 
should go and have a sleep now ! 

nikIta. I hftve nowhere to go; I'm lost! 

matryAna [shaking her head] Oh, oh, I'd better go and 
tidy things up. He'll sit and rest a bit, and it will pass I 

[&■<]. 

Kiklia sits nriih hit face in fas handi. Mtirilch and Nan 
seem stunned. 

NtslxA. It's whining ! It's whining ! It is really — thercj 
there, quite plain! She'll bury it, really she will! [Rung 
to the door'] Mother, don't bury it, it's alive. . , . 

Enler Matry6na. 

matrv6na [whispers] Now then, what is it? Heaven 
help you ! Why won't you get to rest ? How can it be 
alive i All its boues are crushed 1 
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to go ? J I 



nik(ta. Give me more drink ! [Drinks]. 

MATRvdNA. Now go, sonnie. You'll fall asleep i 
right. 

nik/ta [slands lutening] Still alive . . . there . 
whining ! Don't you hear ? . . . There ! 
tY6NA [/rkupers'] No ! I tell you ! . 

NiKixA. Mother ! My 
life ! What have you done with me ? Where am ] 
[Huns oul of the hut; Malrydna follotvs him]. 

NAN. Daddy dear, darling, they've smothered it ! 

mItritch [nngnYy] Go to sleep, 1 tell you ! Oh dear, 
may the frogs kick you ! I'll give it to you with the broom 1 
Go to Bleep, I tell you ! 

NAN. Daddy, my treasure ! Something is catching hold 
of my shoulders, something is catching hold with its prnra ! 
Dadd^ dear . . . really, really ... 1 must go ! Daddy, 
darling ! let me get up on the oven with you ! Let me, 
for Heaven's sake ! Catching hold . . . catching hold t 
Oh ! [Rum to Ike slove]. 

uItritch. See how they've frightened the girl. . . . 
What vile creatures they are ! May the frogs kick them 1 
Well then, climb up. 

I [climbs on oieTi] But don't you go away ! 

hItritch. Where should I go to P Climb up, climb 
up ! Oh Lord 1 Gracious Nicholas ! Holy Mother 1 . . , 
How they have frighted the girl. [Covers her up] There's 
a little fool— really a little fool! How they've frighted 
her; really, they are vile creatures! The deuce take 
'em! 



5c£NE 1 

Injronl of Ketie a slack-stand, la the left a ikrashing ground, 
lo the right a bam. The bam doort are open, Slram it 
stream about in Ike doorway. The hut rrilh i/ard and out- 
buildings is seen in the background, rpkeiice proceed sounds of I 
tinging and of a tambourine. Two Girl* are waiting past the 
bam towards the hut. 

FIRST oiRL. There, you see we've managed to pass with- 
out 80 miirh as getting our boots dirty ! But to come by 
the street is terribly muddy ! [Stop and wipe their boots on 
the iirarp. First Girl looks at the straw and sees somelhing\ 
Whatsthat? 

secoKD ciHi. [looks where the straw lies and sees some one"^ 
It's Mftritch, their labourer. Just look how drunk he is! 

HRBT BiRL. Why, I thought he didn't drink. 

SECOND otRL. It seems he didn't, until it was going 
around. 

FiHsi' OIRL. Just see! He must haTC come to fetch 
some straw. Look ! he's got a rope in his hand, and he's 
fallen asleep, 

SECOND OIRL [listening'] They're still singing the praises.* 
So 1 s'pose the bride and bridegroom have not yet been 
blessed ! They say Akoulina didn't even lament ! ' 

FinsT OIRL. Mammie snys she is marrying against her 

■ Tliia refers to tfae aongs ca^toFiary at tlie wedding of Rus 
peaiantE. praising [be bride and bridegrooo., 

» It in etiquette for a bride to bewnll the approaching loss of Lor 
toMdaohood. 
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wfll. Her stepfather threatened her, or else ihe'cl not 
have (lone it for the world ! Why, you know what they've 
been saying about her? 

HArIna [eateJmg i^ iMe Girlt] How d'you do, lassiea ? 

OTMLa. How d'you do i 

HAKfNA. Going to the wedding, my dean ? 

niUT oiRL. It's nearly over ! We've come juat to have 
a look. 

UarIka. Would you call my old man for me ? Simon, 
from Zoiievo ; but surely you know him f 

FiniT OIRL. To be rare we do ; he's a relative of the 
bridegroom's, I think ? 

marIna. Of course ; he's my old man's nephew, the 
bridegroom is. 

SECOND OIRL. Why don't you go yourself? Fancy not 
going to a wedding I 

harIna. 1 have no mind for it, and no time either. It's 
time for us to be going home. We didn't mean to eome 
to the wedding. We were taking oats to town. We only 
stopped to feed the hone, and they made my old man 
go in. 

FIRST oiHL. Where did you put up then t At Fyddor- 
itch's f 

HAnfHA. Yes. Well then, I'll stay here and you go and 
call him, my dear — my old man. Call him, my pet, and 
say "Your missis, Marina, says you must go now!" His 
mates are harnessing. 

niwT OIHL. Well, all right — if you won't go in yourself 

The Girlt go atrag lonardt the houte along a Jitolpalh. 
Sound* oftongt and lambourine. 

HARfKA [alone, ttand* Uiinkmg'] I might go in, but I don't 
like to, because 1 have not met him since that day he 
threw me over. It's more than a year now. But I'd 
have liked to have a peep and see how be lives with his 
Anisya. People say they don't get on. She's a coane 
woman, and with « character of her own. I should think 
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he's remembered me more than once. He's been caught 
by the ides of a comfortable life and has changed me for 
it But, God help him, I don't cherish ill-vill I Then 
it hurt ! Oh dear, it was pain I But now it's worn 
away and been forgotten. But I'd like to have seen him. 
[Look* tomardt hut and sea NiieUa] Look there I Why, he 
is coming here ! Have the girls told him i How's it he 
has left his guests f I'll go away ! [NilUa appmachea, 
hanging hit head dotna, tnmging hit arvu, and mulUring'^ 
And how sullen he looks ! 

nikIta [tees and rtcognite* Marina] Marina, dearest 
friend, little Marina, what do you want ? 

marIna. I have come for my old man. 

mkIta. Why didn't you eome to the wedding? Yon 
might have had a look round, and a laugh at my expense ! 

HAiiiNA. What have I to laugh at? I've come for my 
husband. 

MKfTA. Ah, Marina dearl \Tnet lo embrace her], 

marIna [step* angrily atide] You'd better drop that sort 
of thing, Nikita ! \ yhat has been, is p ast ! I've cama for 
■ny hiulwnd. Is be in your house ? 

nikIta. So I must not remember the past ? You won't 
let me ? 

HARfNA. It's no use recalling the past ! What used to 
be is over now ! 

NiidTA. And can never come back, you mean ? 

marIna. And will never come back I But why have 
you gone away ? You, the master, — and to go away from 
the feast ! 

NiKiTA \«U dotm on lhe»tratv] Why have I gone away? 
Eh, if you knew, if you had any idea . . . I'm dull, 
Marina, so dull that I wish my eyes would not see ! I 
rose from the table and left them, to get away from the 
people. If 1 could only avoid seeing any one I 

HARfNA [coming nearer to him] How's that ? 

NiKtTA. This is how it is : when I eat, it's there 1 When 
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I drink, it's there! When I sleep, it's there ! I'm so sick of 
it — so sick ! But it's chiefly because I'm sJl slone thst I'm 
M> sick, little Marina. 1 have no one to sh&re my trouble. 

harIna- You csn't live your life without trouble, NikitA. 
However, I've wept over mine and wept it away. 

NiKh'A. The former, the old trouble I Ah, dear friend, . 
you've wept youra away, and I've got mine up to there I I 
[PvU hu hand to kit Ihroal']. ' 

HAiitNA. But why ? 

NiKfTA. Why, I'm sick of my whole life ! I am sick of / 

myself! Ah, Marina, why diil you not know how to i 
keep me f You've ruined me, and yourself too I Is this 
Ufe? ^ 

MarIma [tiatuh hy the bam crying, bui retirains hertelf] I .' 
do not complain of my life, Nikfta I God grant every one 
a life like mine. I do not complain. J confessed to my 
old man at the time, anil lie forgave me. And he does 
not reproach me. I'm not discontented with my life. The 
old man is quiet, and is fond of me, and I keep his children 
clothed and washed! He is really kind to me. Why 
should I complain f It seems God willed it so. And 
what's the matter with your life ? You are rich , . . 

NiKfTA. My life ! . . . It's only that I don't wish to dis- 
turb the wedding feast, or I'd take this rope here [takes 
hold of ike rope on the ttratv\ and throw it across that rafter 
there. Then I'd make a noose and stretch it out, and I'd 
climb on to that rafter and jump down with my head in 
the noose I That's what my life is ! 

HARfNA. That's enough ! Lord help you ! 

nikIta. You think I'm joking? You think I'm drunk r 
I'm not drunk ! To-day even drink tftkes no hold on mej 
I'm devoured by misery ! Misery is eating me up com- 
pletely, so that I care for nothing ! Oh, little Marina, it's 
only with you I ever lived ! Do you remember how we 
used to while away the nights together at the railway } 

MAafNA. Don't you rub the sores, Niklta < I'm bound 
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legally now, uul jou too. liy sin hu been forgiven, don't 
disturb ... ^ 

[KiTA. Whit thdl I do with mj' heart t Where am I 
to turn to? 

HARiNA. What's there to be done f ^ftw'rfi <"* - »■*» 
Don't go looking at others, but keep to your own ! Yon 
loved Anbya, then go on loving faer I 

NiKiTA. Oh, that Anlsya, she's gall and wormwood to 
me, but she's round m; feet like rank weeds I 

harIna. Whatever she i^ still she's your wife. . . . 
But what's the use of talking ; you'd better go to yonr 
visitors, and send my husband to me. 

NiafTA. Oh dear, if you knew the whole business . . . 
but there's no good talking I 

Enter Martna't hiuband, red and tipig, and Nan. 

MARfNA'i HUSBAND. Marina 1 Missis ! My old woman ! 
are you here ? 

NiKfTA. There's your husband calling you. Go ! 

HARiNA. And you ? 

nixIta. I ? I'll lie down here for a bit 1 \_LUt domt tm 
the ftrntf]. 

HUSBAND. Where is she then i 

NAN. There she is, near the bam. 

HUSBAND. What are yon standing there for ? Come to 
the feast ! The hosts want you to come and do them 
honour I The wedding party is just going to start, and 
then we can go too. 

HARiNA \going tomardt her kitAand^ I didn't want to 
go In. ■ 

HUSBAND. Come on, I tell you 1 You'll drink a glass to 
our nephew Peter's health, the rascal ! Else the hosts 
might take offence ! There's plenty of time for our 
business. [Marina* huthaitd putt hu arm armad her, and 
goes reeling otU milh her], 

NiKtTA [ruet and tilt dorm on the tiran>\ Ah, now that I've 
■een ber, life seems more sickening than ever ! It was 
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really lived ! I've ruined my 
[Lietdown] Where 



only with her that 1 
life rornothing ! I've 
can 1 go ? If mother earth would but open and 




rallot 



NAN [sea NiHta, and mru iofvardi him\ Daddy, I say, 
daddy ! They're looking for you ! Her godfether and 
all of them have already blessed her. Truly they have, i 
they're getting c 

NirIta [(M«fc] Where can [ go to ? 
HAN. What ? What are you saying ? 
NiKiTA. I'm not saying anything \ Don't bother ! 
NAN, Daddy ! Come, I say ! [A'iAidi w «/en/, Aon ^Ih hm 
by the kand^ Uad, go and bless them ! My word, they're 
angry, they're grumbling ! 

NiKiTA \drags aivai/ his hand] Leave me alone ! 
Now then!" 

A [ihrealens her tniih the rape] Go, I say I I'll give 
it you! 

NAN. Then I'll send mother ! [Btmi anvi^]. 

k [riies] How can I go? How can I take the 
holy icAn in my hands.' How am I to look her in 
the face ! [Ues don-n again] Oh, if there were a hole in the 
groumi, I'd jump in ! No one should see me, and I should 
see no one! [Rises again] No, I shan't go . . . May they 
all go to the devil, I shan't go ! [Talres the rope and make* 
a noose, and tries il on his neck] That's the way ! 

Enler Matryfma. NikUa sees his mother, takes the rope 
n lies donm in lie straw. 

kurriedli/] Niklta! Nikita, I say! 
Nikit.a, what's the matter,' Have 
luch? Come, Nikita dear; come, 
ire tired of wailing. 

done with me ? I'm a 

MATRvdNA. But what is the matter then P Come, my 
own; come, give them your blessing, as is proper and 




honourable, and then it'll all be o 
are waiting ! 

rNiK^TA. How can 1 give blessings ? 
UatryiSna. Why, in the usual way ! 
NiKfTA. I know, I know ! But who 
|_What have I done to her ? 

hatbyAna. What have you done ? Eh, now he's going 
to remember it! Why, who knows anything about it? 
Not a soul ! And the gir! is going of her own accord. 
NiKfT*. Yes, but how ? 

rMATRiiiNA. Because she's afraid, of course. But still 
she's going. Besides, what's to be done now ? She should 
have thought sooner! Now she can't refuse. And his 
kinsfolk can't take offence either. They saw the girl 
twice, and get money with her too ! It's all safe and 

I nik(ta. YeSj but what's in the cellar ? 
' )iKTRY6s.\[laught] In the cellar? Why, cabbages, mush- 
rooms, potatoes, 1 suppose ! Why remember the past? 

NiKiTA. I'd be only too glad to forget it ; but I cui't t 
When I let my mind go, it's just as if I heard. ... Oh, 
I what have you done with me ? 

hatrv6na. Now, what are you humbugging for? 
nikIta llumsface dormrvard] Mother! Don't torment me! 
I've got it up to there ! [Pul» hit hand to kit Ihroat], 

mathv6na. Still it has to be done ! As it is, people are 
talking. "The master's gone away and won't come; he 
can't make up his mind to give his blessing." They'll be 
putting two and two together. As soon as they see you're 
frightened they'll begin guessing. " The thief none suspect 
who walks bold and erect ! " But you'll be getting out of 
the frying-pan into the lire ! Above' allj lad, don't show 
don't lose courage, else they'll find out all the 
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. Oh dear ! You have snared me into a trap ! 
itATnvdNA. That'll do, I tell you ; come along ! Come in 
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and give your blessing, as is right ftnd honour; 
there's an end of the matter ! 

nikIta [lies face don>n] I can't ! 

matrviIna [aside] What has come over him? He seemed 
all right, and suddenly this comes over him! It seems 
he's bewitched ! Get up, Nikfta ! See ! There's Anfsya 
coming ; she's left her guests ! 

Anitga enters, dretsed up, red and lijisy. 

anIbya. Oh, how nice it is, mother ! So nice, so respect- 
able ! And how the people are pleased. , . . But where 
is he ? 

matry6na. Here, honey, he's here ; he's laid down on 
the straw and there he lies ! He won't come ! 

NiKJTA [loofniig al his «iife] Just see, she's tipsy tool 
When I took at her my heart seems to turn! How can 
one live with her? [Tvr^s on his face] I'll kill her some 
day ! It'll be worse then ! 

anJsva. Only look, bow he's got all among the straw ! 
Is it'lTie drink? [Laughs] I'd not mind lying down there 
with you, but I've no time ! Come, I'll lead you ! It ib 
so nice in the house! It's a treat to look on! A con- 
certina ! And the women singing so well ! All tipsy ! 
Everything so respectable, so nice ! 

nik/ta. What's nice ? 

ANJsYA. The wedding — such a jolly wedding ! They all 
say it's quite an uncommon fine wedding ! All so respect- 
able, so nice ! Come along ! We'll go together ! I have 
had a drop, but I can give you a hand yet! [Taies hit 

NIKJTA [pulls it hnck trith disgust] Go alone ! I'll come .l m 
ANIBYA. What are you humbugging for ? We've got rid I'M 
of all the bother, we've got rid of her as came between T f 
us; now we have nothing to do but to live ami be merry ! 
And all so respectable, and quite legal ! I'm so pleased! 
I have no words for it ! It's just as if I were going to 
marry you over again ! And oh, the jieople, they are 
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They're all thanking us ! And the guests are 
of the best: Ivan Moseitch is there, and ihe Police 
\__ Officer ; they've also been singing songs of praise ! 

nikIta. Then you should have stayed with them ! What 
have you come for ? 

ANisvA. True enough, 1 roust go back ! Else what does 
it look like ! The hosts both go and leave the visitors 1 
And the guests are all of the best ! 

NiKiTA [geit up and brushet ike »traw ojf' himself ] Go, and 
I'll come at once ! 

MATnY6NA. Just sec ! He listens to the young bird, but 
wouldn't listen to the old one I He would not hear me, 
but he follows his wife at once I [Matri/dna and Aniiya 
turn la go] Well, are you coming? 

nirIta. I'll come directly ! You go and I'll follow ! I'll 
coroe and give my blessing ! [TAe women fto/j] Go on i I'll 
follow ! Now then, go ! \^F.xit teamen. Sits down and takei 
hit liooU oj'] Yes, I'm going I A likely thing ! No, you'd 
better look at the rafter for me ! I'll fix the noose and 
jump with it Irom the rafter, then you can look for me! 
And tlic rope is here just handy. [Pondert] I'd have got 
over it, over any sorrow — I'd have got over that. But this 
now — here it is, deep in my heart, and I can't get over it ! 
\_Loolrs lotvards Ihe i/ard] Surely she's not coming back? 
[ImitalM AfUsya] " So nice, bo nice. I'd lie down here with 
you." Oh, the baggage I Well then, here I am ! Come 
and cuddle when they've taken me down from the rafter ! 
There's only one way ' [ Takes the rope and pulU it]. 

MUritch, mho w tipsT/, tils up and won't let go of the rope. 

mItiutch, Shan't give it up ! Shan't give it to no 
one ! I'll bring it myself! 1 said I'd bring the straw — 
and so I will ! NikfU, is that you ? [Laughs] Oh, the 
devil ' Have you come to get the straw ? 

NlKiTA. Give me the rope ! 

mItritch. No, you wait a bit! The peasants sent me.' 
I'll bring it . . . [RiseitohisJ'eet and begins gelling IhestroH 
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bid rtdtfor a time, that faUt\ It bu beaten roe. 
It's itronger . . . 

NiEtrA. Give me the rope ! 

MfruTCH. Didn't I M7 I won't ! Oh, NlkltA, you're u 
■tapid u « hog 1 [/<ai^A«] I love you, bat you're « fool ! 
Yon lee tb^t I'm drunk . . . devil t«ke you ! You tblnk 
I need yon i . . . You juit look at me ; I'm a Non . . . fool, 
ean't say it — Non-commisaioned Officer of Her Majesty's 
reiy Pint Regiment of Grenadier Guards ! I've served 
Tsar and country, loyal and tme ! But who am I ? You 
think I'm a warrior ? No, I'm not a warrior ; I'm the 
very least of men, a poor lost orphan I I swore not to 
drink, and now I had a smoke, and . . . Well then, do you 
think I'ro afraid of you ? No fear; I'm afraid of no man ! 
I've taken to drink, and I'll drink ! Now I'll go it for a 
fortnight; I'll go It hard! I'll drink my last shirt; I'll 
drink my cap; I'll pawn my passport; and I'm afraid of 
no one ! They flogged me in the army to stop me drink- 
ing ! They switched and switched ! " Well," they say, 
"will you leave off?" "No," Mys I! Why should I be 
afraid of them i Here I am t Such as I am, God made me \ ~ 
I swore off* drinking, and didn't drink. Now I've took to 
drink, and I'll drink I And I fear no man ! 'Cos I don't 
lie ; but just as . . . Why should one mind them — such 
muck as they are ! " Here you are," 1 say ; that's me. 
A priest told me, the devil's the biggest bragger! " As 
soon," says he, "as you begin to brag, you get fright- 
ened ; and as soon as you fear men, then the hoofed one 
just collars you and pushes you where he tikes ! " But 
as 1 don't fear men, I'm easy ! I can spit in the devil's 
beard, and at the sow his mother ! He can't do me no 
hann ! There, put that in your pipe ! 

nik(ta [cmimg himtelf\ True enough 1 What was I 
about? \Thron!i donn the rope\. 

hItritch. What ? 

MiafTA [me*] You tell me not to fear men ? 
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MiTHiTCH. Why fear such muck as they are? You look I 
at 'em in the bath-house ! All made of one paste ! One I 
has a bigger belly, another a smaller ; that's all the differ- 
ence there is 1 Fancy being afraid of 'era ! Deuce 



mathyAna [/rem thei/ard] Well, are you coming ? 
NtiiJTA. Ah! Better so! I'm coming! [Goe/i loirardt 



— ScENK 2. 

Interior of hut, full of people, some nittiiig round labia and 
others standing. In the front comer A/coullna and the Bride- 
groom. On one of l/ie tabUt an Ic6n and a loaf of n/e-bread. 
Among Ike visiiori are Marina, her husband, and a Police 
I Hired Driver, the Malckmnker, and the Be.il 
Ma/i. The women are tinging. Anlsya carrier round the drink. 
The tinging stops. 

are to go, let's go I The church ain't 

, All right ; you wait a bit till the step- 
n his blessing. But where is he P 
IS coming — coming at once, dear friends ! 
Have another glass all of you ; don't refuse I 

i MATCHMAKER. Why is he so long ? We've been 
waiting such a time ! 

ANiHYA. He's coming; coming directly, coming in no 

time ! He'll be here before one could plait a girl's hair 

who's had her hair cropped ! Drink, friends ! [Offers the 

drvdc] Coming at once ! Sing again, ray pets, meanwhile ! 

THB DHivEK. They've sung all their songs, waiting here ! 

The women ting. Nilrila and Akim enter during the innging. 

nikIta [holds his father's arm and pitukes him in before kim[ 

Gil, father ; I can't do without you ! * 

, I don't like — I mean what d'ye call it . . . 
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NixfTA [to tie mmem] Enough ! Be quiet I [Lookt n mt d 
Ike A**] Marin*, mre you there ? , 

THE matchhakkh. Go, Uke the ic6ii, and give them your | 
blesdogl I 

NiK^TA. Wait m while ! [Lookt nnoN^ Akoullna, are jou 
there? 

MATCHHAKKR. What are you calling everybody for? 
Where should she be ? How queer he seems I 

anIsya. Gracious goodness ! Why, he's barefoot ! 

NiKiTA. Father, you are here I Look at me 1 Christfan 
Commune, yoa are all here, and I am here I J am . . . 
[Faltt on kU knea]. 

AidsYA. Niklta darling, what't the matter with you. 
Oh my head, my head ! 

HATCUHAKiR. Here's a gol 

MATRY^NA. I did say he was taking too much of that 
French wine ! Come to your senses ; what are you about i 

Thty try to Hfl km; ke laket no heed of them, but look* n 
froiU qfhim. 

NiKfTA. Christian Commune I I have sinned, and I wish 
to confess 1 

HATRY^NA [tkake* AtM by Ike *koulder] Are you mad i 
Dear friends, he's gone crasy 1 He must be taken away ! 

NixfTA [tkakee her off'] Leave me alone! And you, 
father, hear me ! And first, Marina, look here ! [Bomi 
to the ground to ker and ruet^ I have sinned towards you ! 
I promised to marry you, I tempted you, and forsook 
you ! Forgive me, in Christ's name ! [Agmn bowt to Ike 
ground before ker\. 

anIsya. And what are you drivelling about? It's not 
becoming I No one wants to know 1 Get up I It's like 
your impudence ! 

MATHvdNA. Oh, oh, he's bewitched ! And however did 
It happen ? It's a spell ! Get up ! what nonsense are 
you jabbering ? [PulU him\. 

NiKiTA [ihiUtet kit head] Don't touch me ! Forgive me 
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my sin towards you, Marinm ! Forgive me, for Christ's ' 

Marina coivrs her face tiith Iter liandt in tilence. 

ANJSVA. Get up, 1 tell you! Don't be so impudent! 
What are you thinkinf; about — to recall it? Enough 
humbug ! It's shameful ! Oh ray poor head ! He's 
quite crazy ! 

mkIta [pushei hu nife awa^ and turns to Akoiiliaa\ 
Akoulina, now I'll speak to you ! Listen, Christian Com- 
mune ! I'm a fiend, Akoulina ! I have sinned againBt 
you ! Your father died no natural death 1 He was 
poisoned ! 

ANfsYA [icreami] Oh my head ! What's he about? 

matrvAna. The man's beside himself ! Lead him away I 

The folk come up and try to seize fiim. 

akIm [molions ihem back tvilh kii annt] Wait I You lads, 
what d'ye call it, watt, I mean ! 

nikIta. Akoulina, I poisoned him! Forgive me, in 
Christ's name ! 

AKouLfnA [jumpt up] He's telling lies! I know who 
did it 1 

MATCHUAKBH. What are you about i You sit still ! 

AKiM. Oh Lord, what sins, what sins ! 

poLice oFFicBR. Seize him, and send for the Elder 1 We 
must draw up an indictment and have witnesses to It ! 
Get up and come here ! 

AKIM [to Police Q^er] Now you — ^with the bright but- 
tons — ] mean, you wait ! Let him, what dye call it, 
speak out, I mean ! 

poucc OFFICER. Mind, old man, and don't interfere ! I 
have to draw up an indictment ! 

akIm. Eh, what a fellow you are ; wait, I say I Don't 
talk, 1 mean, about, what d'ye call it, 'ditements ! Here 
God's work is being done. ... A man is confessiug, I 
mean ! And you^jwhat d'ye call it . . . 'ditements ! 

poucE OFFICBR. Thc Elder ! 
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akIh. Let God's work be done, 1 mean, and then you, 
I mean, you do yoor busineu ! 

imcfTA. And, Akonlfna, my <in U great towards you ; I 
■educed you ; forgive me in Chriit's name ! [Boint to lit 
gmmd before her]. 

akoulIna [leaoa tie lable"] Let me go ! 1 shan't be 
married I He told me to, but I shan't now I 

poua omcKR. Repeat what you have mid. 

NikIta. Wait, sir, let me finish ! 

akIm [mti n^ilttre] Speak, my son ! Tell everything — ^j^ 'V'' 
you'll feel better I Confess to God, don't fear men ! God *'' 
—God ! It is He ! 

nikIta. I poisoned the father, dog that 1 am, and I 
rained the daughter ! She was in my power, and I 
ruined her, and her iMiby I 

AKOULfNA. True, that's true ! 

NixfTA. I smothered the baby in the cellar with a board ! 
I sat on it and smothered it — and its bones crunched ! 
[ Weeju] And I buried it ! I did it, all alone ! 

AKOULfNA. He raves ! I told him to ! 

NtKfTA. Don't shield me ! I fear no one now I Forgive 
me. Christian Commune ! [Bom to Ihe gmmd]. 

Silence. 

poucK omcER. Bind him 1 The marriage Is evidently 
off! 

Men come up witi tiar bellt. 

NiKtTA. Wait, there'splentyoftiroel [BontlotiegmMd 
before iit father] Father, dear father, forgive me too, — 
fiend that I ami You told me from the first, when I 
took to bad ways, you said then, " If a claw is caught, ' 
the bird is lost ! " I would not listen to your words, dog 
that I was, and it has turned out as you said ! Forgive me, 
for Christ's sake ! 

AKiH [nq)turtnuli/] God will forgive you, my own son! 
[^Emiracee Am] You have had no mercy on yourself. He 
will show mercy on you ! God — God ! It is He ! 
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Enter Elder. 

KLDKR. There are witnesses enough here, 

poucE oFFicBH. We will have the examination at once. 

NitUa u bound. 

akouUna [got* and tfand* by kit tide] I shall tell the 
truth ! Ask me ! 

nikIta [bound] No need to ask I 1 did It all mjself 
The design was mine, and the deed was mine. Take me 
where you like. I will say no more 1 



"the powkr or darkness. 
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THE FIRST DISTILLER 

A COMEDY 

ACT 1 

FEUANT [ploaghing. Loolu wp] It's noon. Time to un- 
harness. Gee up, get along '. Fagged out P Poor old 
beast ! One more turn and back again, that will be the 
last furrow, and then dinner. It was a good Idea to bring 
that chunk of bread with me. I'll not go home, but sit 
down by the well and have a bite and a rest, and Pegg; 
can graze awhile. Then, with God's help, to work again, 
and the ploughing will be done in good time. 

Ettler Imp ; hidet behind a buik. 

IMP. See what a good fellow he is ! Keeps calling on 
God. Wait a bit, friend,— you'll be calling on the Devil 
before long ! I'll just take away his chunk. He'll miss 
it before long, and will begin to hunt for it. He'll be 
hungry, and then he'll swear and call on the Devit. 

Take* the chunk of bread and tiU down bdund the biuh 
watching to tee what the Peatant wilt do. 

PEASANT [tmhamette* the horte"] With God's blessing! 
\Let* the hone loote, and goet towards the place where hit 
coai it lying^ I'm awfully hungry. The wife cut a big 
chunk, but see if I don't eat it all. [Conmg i^ to the eoai] 
Gone ! I must hare put it under the coat [Lifting the 
coat] No, it's not here either! What has happened? 
[Shaket the coat]. 
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IMP [behind the bash] Go on, go on, search away ! I've ] 
got it safe ! 

FEASANT [yimiet the plough and ikata ku coal again\ This ] 
is strange! Very strange ! No one was here, yet the chunk 1 
is gone I If the birds had been at it there would be | 
some crumbs left, but there's not a single crumb! i 
one has been here, and yet some one has taken it ! 

CMP [ttscs and looks out] Now he'll call on the Devil. 

PEASANT. Well, it seems there's no help for it ! Never ] 
mind, I shan't starve to death. If some one has taken 
he's taken it ; let him eat it, and may it do him good. 

IMP [■'!piU] Oh, the damned peasant ! Instead of swear- I 
ing properly, he only says, " May it do him good." What ] 
can one do with such a fellow ? 

Peasant lies domn to rest, makes the sign of the cross, i/aivtu, 
and falls asleep. 

IMP [comes oat from behind the busit] It's all very well , 
for the boss to talk. The boss keeps on saying, " Yott 
don't bring enough peasants to Hell ! See what a lot of , 
tradesmen, gentlefolk, and all sorts of people flock in 
every day, and how few peasants!" Now, how's one 
to get round this one ? There's no way of getting hold 
of him. Haven't I stolen his last crust ? What can I do 
better than that.' And yet he didn't swear. I'm at my 
wits' end what to do ! Well, I must go and report ! 

Disappears itUo the ground. 
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ACT 11 

Hell. The Chief of the Devils silt in the highest place. The 
Devir* Secretary tiU lower dotim, al a lalite milk mriUng 
maltrials. Sentinels stand al each side. To the right are 
Jive Impt of differetU kinds. To the left, ly the door, the 
Doorkeeper, A dandi/ied Imp stands before the Chief. 

THE DANDV tMi'. The whole of my booty for the three 
years has been 250,005 men. They're all in my power 

. All right. Thniik you. Pass on. 
The Datidif Imp goes to the right. 

i CHIEF [lo the Secre/ary] I'm tired I Is there much 
business left .'' Whose reports have we had, and whose 
are still to come.-' 

' [coitnU on his Jingers and, as he counts, 
points lo the Imps lo the right. When he mentions ang Imp, 
llie one referred lo bon's] We've had the Gentlefolks' Devil's 
report. He's captured 1836 in all. And the Tradesmen's 
Devil's with 964.3. From the Lawyers',3423. The Women's 
we've also just had; 186,315 married women, and 17,438 
" ila are left, the Officials' and the 
altogether 220,005 souls oa the 

cHiKF. Well then, we'd belter finish it all to-day. [To 

the Doorkeeper] Let them in ! 

T/ie Officials' Demi enters, and bows lo the Chief. 

CHIEF. Well, how have you got on ? 

officials' imp [laughing, and rubbing his hands] My aff'airB 
are all right, just as soot they are white! The booty is 
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[ ■". ■•.'" iuch that I don't remember anytliing like it sii 
creation of the world. 

CHIEF. What, have you captured n great many ? 

OFFICIALa' IMI". It's not so much the quantity. Only 
1350 men in all, but such splendid fellows ! Such fellovi, 
they might shame any Devil ! Tiiey can embroil people 
better than we ourselves can. I've introduced « new 
fashion among them. 

CHIEF. Whsts that new fsshion ? 

officials' IMI*. Why, in former times lawyers were in I 
.nttciidance on the judges and deceived people. Now, I've 
arranged for them to do business also ajwrt from the judges. 
Wlioever pays most, is the one to whose business they 
attend. And they'll take such trouble over it that they'll i 
make out a case where there is none ! They and the 
officials between them embroil people fiu- better than we 
Devils can. 

(HiEF. All right. I'll have a look at them. You may ' 

T!ie 0£inahi' Imp got* to Ike right. 

CHIBF [to Doorl(eeper\ Let in the last one. 

Enter the Peaiants Imp with the chunk of bread. He bowt 
lo the ground. 

PBAHANTs' IMP. I can't live like this any longer! Give 
me another appointment ! 

CHIEF. What appointment? Wjiat are you jabbering 
about? Get up iind tidk sense. Give in your report 1 
How mnny peasants have you captured this week.* 

peasants' IMI' [crying] Not one ! 

CHIEF. What ? Not one ! What do you mean ? What 
have you been doing ? Where have you been loafing ? 

peasants' imp [n'hijnpering] I've not been loaling; I've 
been straining every nerve all the time, but I can't do 
anything ! There now, I went and took his last crust 
from under the very nose of one of them, and, instead of 
swearing, he wished it might do me good ! 
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CHIEF. What? , , . What? . . . What are you mumbling 
there? Jusl blow your nose, and then speak sensibly! 
One can't make head or tail of what you're saying. 

peasants' imi>. Why, there was a peasant ploughing ; 
and I knew he had brought only a chunk of bread with 
him, and had nothing else to eat. I stole his crust. By 
rights he should have sworn ; but what does he do ? He 
says, " Let htm who has taken it cat it, and may it do him 
good ! " I've brought the chunk of bread away with me. 



Hei 



it is! 



Well, and what of the others ? 

■. They're all alike. I could not manage 
to take a single one. 

CHIEF. How dare you appear before me with empty 
hands ? And as if that were not enough, you must needs 
bring some stinking crust or other here ! Do you mean to 
mock me ? Do you mean to hve in Hell and eat the bread 
of idleness ? The others do their best, and work hard ! 
Why, they [jminU to the Im/Ks] have each supplied 10,000 
or 20,000, or even 200,000. And you come with empty 
hands, and bring a miserable crust, and begin spinning 
your yarns. You chatter, but don't work ; and that's why 
you've lost hold of them. But wait a bit, my friend, I'll 
teach you a thing or two ! 

peasants' imp. Before you punish me, listen to what I'll 
tell you. It's all very well for those other Devils, who 
have to do with gentlefolk, with merchants, or with 
women. It's all plain sailing for them ! Show a nobleman 
a coronet, or a fine estate, and you've got him, and may 
lead him where you like. It's the same with a tradesman. 
Show him some money and stir up his covetousness, and 
you may lead him as with a halter. And with the women 
it's also plain sailing. Give them finery and sweets — and 
you may do what you like with them. But as to the 
peasants — there's a long row to hoe with them ! When 
he's at work from mom till night — sometimes even far 
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into the night — and never i<tarts without a thought of God, 
Low's one to get at him } Master, remove me from these 
peasants ! I'm tired to death of them, and have angered 
you into the bargain ! 

CHIEF. You're humbugging, you idler ! It's no use 
your talking about the others. They've got bold of the 
merchants, the nobles, ami the women, beeause they knew 
how to treat them, and invented new traps for them ! The 
official one there — he has made quite a new departure. 
You must think of something too ! You've stolen a crust, 
and brag about it! What a clever thing to do! Surround 
them with snares, and they'll get cauglit in one or other 
of them. But loafing about as you do, and leaving the 
way o[>en for them, those peasants of yours have gained 
strength. They begin not to care about their last crust. 
If they take to such ways, and teach their women the 
same, they'll get quite beyond us! Invent something! 
Get out of the hole as best you can. 

PKASAVre' IMP, 1 can't think how to set about it. Let 
mc off! I can stand it no longer! 

CHiEt' [an^/y] Can't stand it! What do you think, 
then .' Am I to do your work for you ? 

cuiiF. Can't P Wait a bit! Hollo, there! bring the 
switches ; give bim a thrashing, 

Tke SenlineU tazr ike Imp <nid irlup him, 

PKASANTs' IMP. Ob ! Ob 1 Oh ! . . . 

CHIEF. Have you thought of something? 

pkasaNts' imp. Oh, oh, I can't ! 

cuur. Give him some more. [They irhip] Well — thought 
of MHnethiiig .' 

PKABAKTs' rap. Yes — yes, I have '. 

CRitP. Well, tell us what it is. 

PKAa&MTs' rap. I've invented a dodge that will bring 
them all into my grasp, if you'll only let ne take a 
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Ubourer's pUce with that peasant. But I can't explain 
vfaat it is beforehand. 

CHIEF. All right. Only remember, that if you don't 
atone for that crust within three years, I'll flay you alive ! 

pKABANTs' IMP. They'll all be mine in three years' time. 

CHIEF. All right. When the three years are past, I 
shall come and see for myself! 
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A bam. Carts loaded rvitk grain. The hip as a Laboitrf | 
te it s/iofel/iiig grain off the cart, and the Peasant w carrying | 



i^uouRER. Seven ! 

FEASANT. How many quarters ? 

LABOiiRKR \looks at the wnnliers marked on the bam door\ J 
Twenty-six quarters. And this is the seventh bushel M | 
the twenty-seventh quarter. 

PEASANT. It won't all go in ; the bam is nearly full ! 
. Shovel it nice and even. 
jT. So I will. 

Exit tPtlh meature. 

LAUouRGti [atone, lakes off his cap, his horns appear] It will 
be some time before he returns. I'll ease my horns a bit 
[fforaj rise] And I'll Uke my boots off too ; I can't do it 
when he's here. [Tahcs his boots q//, Aw hoofs appear. Sils 
OH the tlireskolil] Ifs the third year now. It's near the 
time of reckoning. There's more corn tlian there's room 
for. Only one more thing left to teach him, and then let 
the Cliicf come and sec for himself. I'll have something 
worth showing him ! He'll forgive me for that crust ! 

Neighbour approaches. Ijdioiirer hides his horns and hooft. 

NEIGHBOUR. Good day to you. 

LABOUREit. The same to you. 

KKiGiiBOUR. Where's your master? 

LABOURER. Hc's gonc to Spread the grain more even ; it 
won't all go in. 

NBiaiiuouR. Dear me, whiit a run of luck your master ia 
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luTliig ! More than he hu room for f We're «U ammsed 
at the harvests your master has had these two yean. It's 
as if some one had told him what was coming. Last year 
was a dry season, and he had sown In the bog. Others had 
no harvest, but jour threshing ground was covered with 
sheaves I This year we've a rainy summer, and he's been 
sharp enough to sow on the hill. Everybody's com has 
rotted, but you have a splendid harvest. What grain I 
All, what grain I 

Taia tome gram, weight itin hit hand, and chens iL 

PEASAKT [enieri milk empti/ tneature] How d'ye do, neigh- 
bour? 

NuoHBOtJR. Good day. I was saying to your man here, 
bow well you managed to gueas where to sow your com. 
Every one envies you. What heaps, what heaps of corn 
you have got ! You'll not eat it all in ten years. 

PEASANT. It's all thanks to Nicholas here. [PaiUt to 
Labourer] It was his luck. Last year 1 sent him to plough, 
and what did he do but plough in the bog. I gave him a 
scolding, but he persuaded me to sow there. And so I 
did, and it turned out all for the best ! And this year he 
again guessed right, ami sowed on the hill ! 

NEiOHBoUR. It's as if he knew what kind of season it 
would be. Yes, you have got com enough and no mistake ! 
[Silence] And I have come to ask you to lend me a sack 
of rye. Ours is all used up. I'll return it next year. 

PEASANT. All right, you may have it. 

LABOURER [nudging the Peatani] Don't give it I 

PEASANT. No more words about it Take it. 

NEIOHBOUR. Thank you. I'll just run and fetch a sack. 

LABOURER [onife] He keeps to his old ways . . . still 
goes on giving. He doesn't always obey me. But just 
wait a bit He'll soon stop giving away. 

Exii Neighbour. 

PEASANT [titling dotm on the threthold] Why should one 
not give to a good man i 
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LABOURER. Giving is 
You know — 
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thing, getting buck another! | 



That's what the old folk say. 

PEASANT. Don't worry. We've plenty of com. 

LABOUREH. Well, what of that-' 

PEASANT. We've enough, not only till next harvest but J 
for two years ahead. What arc we to do with it nil ? 

LABuuitEri. What are we to do with it P I coulJ make 
such stuff of this corn as would make you rejoice all the 
days ofyour life, 

PKAHANT. Why, what would you make of it ? 

LABuuuEK, A kind of drink. Di'ink, that would give 
you strength when you are weak, satisfy you when you 
are hungry, give you sleep when you arc restless, make 
you merry when you're sad, give you courage when you're 
afrjdd. That's the drink I'd make ! 

PEASANT. Rubbish ! 

LABDoitEii. Rubbish indeed ! It was just the same when 
I told you to sow in the bog, and then on the hill. You 
did not believe me then, but now you know ! You'll 
find out about the drink the same way. 

PKA3.\NT. But what will you make it of.* 

LABOURER. Why, of this same com. 

PEASANT. But won't that be a sin ? 

LABOURER. Just hear him I Why should it be a sin ? 
Everything is given for a joy to man. 

PEASANT. And where did you get all your wisdom from, 
Nick f You seem a very ordinary man to look at, and 
hard-working too. Why, I don't remember you so much 
as ever taking your boots oif all these two years you've been 
with me. And yet you seem to know everything. Where 
did you learn it? 

LADOUBCR. I've been about a good deal ! 
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FZASAirr. And bo you sa; this drink wUl give one 
itrength? 

LABOURER. Just wait till you try it and see the good 
that comes of it. 

PEASANT. And how are we to make it i 

LABOURER. It's not hard to make when you know how ! 
Only we shall want a copper and a couple of iron vessels. 

PEASANT. And does it taste nice f 

LABOURER. As sweet as honey. When once you've tasted 
it you'll never give it upL 

PEASANT. Is that so ? Well, I'll go to the neighbour's ; 
he used to have a copper. We'll have a try J 
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A bam. In the middU a closed copper mi tkejirc, tptih , 
other vessel, under which is a lap. 

LABOURER [holds a lumliler tinder the lap and drinks Ike i 
Kptrii] Well, master, it's ready now. 

PEASANT [sitting on his heels and looking or] ^Vhat a queer ] 
thing. Here's water coming out of the mixture. Why I 
are you letting this water off first f 

LABOURER. It's not Water. It is the very stuff* itself! 

PEASANT. WJiy is it so clear? I thought it would be \ 
yellow like grain. This isjust like water. 
, But you just smell it ! 

Ah, what a scent ! Well, well, let's see what 
it's like in the mouth. Let me taste! [Tries to take the 
tumbler out of the Labourer's hand\ 

LABOURER. Mind, jou'll Spill it ! [Turns the tap off, 
drinks and smacks his lips] It's ready .' Here you are. 
Drink it ! 

PEASANT [drinks, _/irsl ripping, then taking more and more, 
till he empties the glass and gives it back] Now then, some 
more. One can't tell the taste from such a drop. 

It [laugkiTig] Well, you seem to like it ! [Draws 



PEASANT [drinks] Eh, that' 


the 


jort! 


Let's call the 


missis. Hey, Martha 


Come 


along 


It' 


ready ! 


Come 


on there ! 












Enter Wife and Utile 


^rl. 










wmL What's the matter? 


Why 


are 


you kick 


ng up 


Rucharow? 
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nuauTT. You jmt tute whmt ve've been diitUling. 
[HomU Act the glau] Smell I What does it imell of? 

wifi [imelU] Dear me I 

FKAflANT. Drink! 

wm. But perhaps ft majr do one some harm ? 

rKUAirr. Drink, fool ! 

win. True. It is nice ! 

PKASANT [a Hale iip*i/] Nice indeed ! You wait and see 
what'll happen. Nick says it drirei all weariness out of 
one's bonei. The young grow old. I mean, the old 
grow young. There now, I've only bad two glasses of it, 
and all my bones have got fay. [Smiggert] You see? 
Wait a bit, when you and I drink it every day we'll grow 
young again I Come, Martha .' [Embracet Aer]. 

win. Get along. Why, it's made you quite silly. 

PEASANT. There, you see ! You said Nick and I were 
wasting the com, but just see what stuff we've con- 
cocted. Eh ? It's good, ain't it f 

WIFE. Of course, it's good if it makes the old young 
again. Just see bow jolly it has made you I And I feel 
jolly too! Now then, join in ! Ah ... Ah ... Ah .. . 
[Singt]. 

PEASANT. Yei, that's the way I We'll all be young, all 
young. 

WIFE. We must call mother-in-law, for she's always sad 
and grumbling. She needs renewing. When she's younger 
she'll get kinder. 

pEASAirr [tipty] Yes, call mother. Call her here, and 
grandfather too. 1 say, Mary, run and call your granny 
and great-grandfather. Tell him be must get down from 
the oven ! We'll make him young again. Now then, 
quick ! One, two, three, and away ! Off like a shot ! 
[Girl nou off. To Wife] We'll have another glass. 

Labourer JilU and haitdt the glatiet. 

PEASANT [drinit] At first we got young at the top, in the 
tongue ; then it went down into the arms. Now it has 
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reached the feet. I feel my feet getting younger. They're 
moving of themselves. [Slarls dancing]. 

WIFE [drinit] You're a real clever "un, Nick ! Now then, 
■trike up ! 

Labourer laket a balaldi/ka ' and plm/t. Peasani and fVifi ] 

LABOURER [p/oyJ w the _ foreground of the scene, laughing 
and niniing ai he tnaichei them. Then ke leaves ojf pla^ng, 
but lAey tlitl continue to dance] You'll pay for that crust! 
You've done it now, my fine fellows. They'll never get 
out of it. The Chief can come when he likes now ! 

Enter a fresh-looldng elderltf ii'omiat, and a very old white- 
haired man, the Peiuanl's GrandJ'alher. 

OHANDrATHEH. What's the matter ? Have you gone 
mad .' Dancing wliile every one else is at work ! 

WIFE [dances and claps her hamU] Oh— Oh— Oh— 
[Sings] 

" That I'm sinning I will ovro, 
Free from sin is God alone I " 

OLD WOMAN. Oh, you wretch ! The oven's not cleaned 
out yet, and here you are (lancing ! 

FEASANT. Wait a bit, mother. See what has been hap- 
pening here. We can make old people young again 1 Here 
you are ! Just drink this ! [Passes liimliler], 

oi.i> wiiMAN. There's plenty of water in the well. [SmeiU 
it] But what have you jiut in ? My — what a smell ! 

PEASANT. You just drink it. 

oLB WOMAN [tatles] Dear me ! But won't one die of it ? 

WIFE. It will make you more ulive. You'll grow young 

oLn WOMAN. Nonsense '■ [Drinks] But it's nice ! Better 
than our drinks. Here, father, have some too. 
GrandJ'alher sils dnnit and shakes his head. 

> TbQ balaUfka it 
b; Russian peagantn 
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UBOumis. Never mind him. But gnnnj muit have 
another gUn. [Handt tome to the old rxhimii]. 

OLD woiUM. If only no harm comei of It. Oh dear, it 
does bun t But it la nice. 

WiFS. Drink it I Then you'll feel it running thfougfa 
joor veins. 

OLD WOMAN. Well, I suppose I'll have to try. [2>imb]. 

•mn. Has it reached your feet yet ? 

OLD woHAM. True enough, it does run through you. 1 
feel it here now ! And it really makes one feel quite 
light Come — give me some more. \Drinkt ag<un'\ Fine ' 
Now I'm quite young again. 

PEASANT. Didn't I tell you i 

010 WOMAN. Ah, it's A pity my old man is no longer 
here. He might have seen once more what I was like In 
my young days. 

labourer plMft. PetumU and Wife doKe, 

OLD WOMAN \camtt into the middle] Do you call that danc- 
ing ? Let me show you. [DaiKet] That'e the way I Then 
like this, and like that ! Do you see t 

GrvidfMer got* «p to the vetiel and lelt the tpirii run out 
on fo the ground. 

PKASANT [noticeM and nuhet ai Mi Grandfather] What are 
you up to, you old fool ? Spilling such fine stuff I Oh, 
you old dotard ! [Puthe* him awm/ and hold* ttanbUr imder 
lop] You've emptied it all I 

ORANDPATHER. It'sevll uid Dot good ! God hss scnt you 
a good harvest for you to feed yourself and others, hut you 
have turned the com into devils' drink. No good will 
come of iL Give up this business. Else you'll perish and 
ruin others ! You think this is drink ? It's fire, and will 
bum you upl [Taieaaltrand/nmlMeJireandlighUlheipUt 
spirit. The tpirii hunu. They all look on mtk horror}. 



jbyGoogIc 



ACT V 

Interior of hut. The Labourer alone, hit horru a 



thoning. 



LABOURER. There's lots of com. More than there's 
room for, and he's now got a taste for it. We've been 
distilling "gain, and we've filled a barrel and hidden it 
away. We're not going to treat any one for nothing, but 
when we want to get something out of a fellow, then we'll 
treat hiin ! So to-daj I told him to invite the village 
elders snd treat them, that they should divide up the 
property between him and his grandfather, and give 
everything to him and nothing to the old man ! My three 
years are up to-day, and my work is finished. Let the 
Chief come and see for himself. I needn't be ashamed of 
his seeing it ! 

Chief appear* out of the ground. 

CHIEF. Time's up I Have you redeemed your bread- 
blunder ? I told you I'd come and see for myself. Have 
you managed the Peasant ? 

LABouHKB. Done him completely ! Judge for yourself. 
Some of them will meet here soon. Get into the oven, 
and see what they'll do. You'll be well satisfied ! 

CHIEF [cUn^i into the oven] We'll see ! 

Enler the Peasant and four old men. The Wife follonv. 
The men sit down round the table. The Wife lays the cloth, 
Met* ox-foot brajm and piet on iJte table. The old men exchange 
greelingM nilh Labourer. 

FIRST ELDER. Well, have you made more of the drink ? 
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LABOURER. Ycs, we've distilled as much as we need. 
Why let valuable stuff be wasted ? 

sKCoND ELDER. And is it B success P 

LABOURER. Better than the first lot. 

SECOND ELDER. But whcrc did you learn to make it .' 

LABuuRER. Going about in the world one leams many 
things ! 

THIRD ELDER. Ycs, ycs, you're a knowing fellow, 

IVife bringt tpiriU and glassa. 

PEASANT. Have a drop! 

Wife takei a decanUr amiJilU gla»»et. 

WIFE. Do us the honour ! 

FIRST ELDER [rfrtnjb] Vour health 1 Ah, that's good. It 
runs right through all one's joints. That's what I call 
proper drink 1 

The other three Elder* do the same. Chief gets out of the 
oven. Labourer goes and stands btf him. 

LABOURER \lo Chief] See what will happen now ! I'll 
trip up the woman with my foot and she'll spill the 
liquor. Formerly he did not grudge his last crust, but 
now see what he'll do about a glass of spirits ! 

PEASANT, Now then, wife, till again and hnnd it round 
in due order — first to our friend here, then to Daddy 
Michael. 

WifeJilU a glass and goes round the table. The [labourer 
trips her up ; ike stumbles and upsets the glasa. 

wiFK. Gracious goodness, I've spilt it ! Why do you 
get in my way, confound jou ? 

PEASANT \to fyife] There now, what a clumsy beast ! Her 
fingers are all thumbs, and she goes swearing at others ! 
See what fine stuff she goes spilling on the ground ! 

WIFE. I didn't do it on purpose. 

PEASANT. On purpose indeed J Wait till I get up ; I'll 
teach you how to pour spirits on the ground. [To Labourer^ 
And you too, you confounded fool, what are you prano> 
ing round the table for ? Go to the Devil ! 
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IVife again Jilli and hamU the gtasDet rmmd 

LABOURER [goM btick to the mien to the Chief] You see? 
Formerly he did not grudge his last crust, and now for a 
glass of spirits he nearly beat liis wife and sent me to you 
—to the Devil ! 

cuiBF. It's good, very good ! I'm satisiied. 

LABoi;iiER. You wait a bit. Let them empty the bottle 
— and you'll see what will happen. Even now they are 
giving each other smooth oily words ; presently they'll 
start flattering each other, — as cunning as foxes. 

PEASANT. Well, old friends, what's your opinion of my 
business.' My grandfather has been living with me, and 
I have been feeding htm and feeding hini, and now he's 
gone to live with my uncle, and wants to take his share 
of the property and give it to uncle ! Consider it well ; 
you ure wise men. We could as well do without our own 
heads as without you. There's no one in the whole village 
to come near you. Take you for example, Iviin Fed<^titch 
— Jocsn't every one say you're first among men ? And 
.is for me, I'll tell you the truth, Ivan Fed6titch, I'm 
fonder of you than of my own father or mother. As for 
Michael Stepaiiitch, he's an old friend. 

piRHT ELDER \io Peosant] It's gooil to talk with a good 
mun. It's the way to get wisdom. It's just the same 
with you. One can't find any one to compare with you 
either. 

SBCoNn BLOKn. Wise and affectionate — that's what I like 
you for. 

THinn ELDER. You have my best sympathy. 1 can't 
6nd words to express it. I was saying to my old woman 
only to-day . . . 

FOURTH LLDBK, A friend, a real friend ! 

LABouBiCR \niulges the Chief] Do you hear P All lies I 
They abuse one another behind their backs, but see bow 
thick they are laying it on now, — like foxes wagging their 
tails ! And it all coines from that drink. 
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CHIEF. That (Iriak if good, very good I If th^ take to 
lying like that, they'll all be ours. Very good; I'm 
Mtisfied I 

LABOURER. Wait a bit. When they've finished a second 
bottle it will be better still ! 

WIFE [terMj] Do have another glass. 

FIRST ELDER. Won't It be too much? Your health' 
[Drinia] It's pleasant to drink in the company of a good 

SECOND ELDER. How can one help drinking? Health 
to the host and hostess I 

THIRD ELDER. Friends, your health ! 

FOURTH BLnEH. This is a brew of the right sort ! Let'i 
be merry ! We'll arrange things for you. 'Cos It all 
depends on me I 

FIRST ELDER. On you ? No, not on you, but on what 
your scnion say. 

FOURTH ELDER. My seniors are greater fools. Go where 
you came from 1 

SECOND ELDER. What are you up to now ? You fool 1 

THIRD ELDER. It B tnic what he's saying I 'Cos why t 
The host is not entertaining us for nothing. He means 
business. The business can be arranged. Only you must 
stand treat ! Show us due respect 'Cos it's you as wonts 
me, and not I you ! You're own brother to the pig! 

PEASANT. And you're itself ! What are you yelling for? 
Think to surprise me ? You ore all good at stuflGng 
yourselves I 

FIRST ELDER. What are yon giving yourself oln for? 
See If I don't twist your note to one side I 

FEASANT. We'll see whose nose will get twisted ' 

SECOND ELDER. Think yourself such a marvel ? Go to 
the Devil ! I won't speak to you — I'll go away I 

FEASANT [holdt him] What, wilt you tHreak np the com- 
pany? 

SECOND ELDER. Let me go, or I'll call for help I 
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PEASANT. I won't I Wtut right have you to . . . ? 

9KMSD ELDKH. This right I [Beats him]. 

PEASANT [to the other Elderi\ Help me ! 

Tk^fall on one another, and alltpeai at once. 

PIBVT EU)ER. That's why. 'Cos it means we're all hsviiig 
«spree-ee! 

SECOND ELDER. I can arrange everything 1 

TUIBD ELDER. Let's liavc some more ! 

PEASANT [to fyife] Bring another bottle 1 

Alt tit round the table agam tatd drmk. 

IJ.BOUBER [to ChUf\ Have you noticed ? The wolfs 
blood in them wai aroused, and they've turned as fierce as 
wolves. 

CHiEP. The drink is good I I'm satisfied ' 

LABOURER Wait « bit Let them empty a third bottle 
Things will be better still ! 
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ACT VI 

Tie tcatt ffpnttHlt a vUlage tlreei. To tiu rigkl tome oU 
nwnoi art tUtiitg on lop of tmiad with tht GrmtdfaAer. In 
the centre, it a ring of women, gtrtt, and ladi. Donee wuuie 
it ptmftd and they dance. Noise it heard from the AwE, tmd 
dnmken tcreamt. An old man comet out and thonlt m a tipKf 
voice. The Peatantjollomt him and leads him back. 

ORANDPATHER. Ah, whst iloings t wbkt doingB ! One 
would think, what more would any one want than to do 
hia work on week dayi, and when Sunday comes round, 
to have a good wash, clean the hamesB, and rett a bit and 
■it with his family ; or go outside and hare a talk with 
the old folk about matters concerning the Commune. 
Or, if you're young, have a game. There they are playing 
— and it's pleasant to look at them. It's all pleasant and 
good. [Screams inside the hat] But this tort of thing, what 
is iti It only leads men astray, and pleases the Derili. 
And it all comes of fat living 1 

Tipsy men come InmbUng out of the kul, shout, and cotct 
hold of the girls. 

oiRLS. Leave off. Daddy Tom ! What do you mean by It f 

lAiia. Let's go into the lane. It's impossible to play here. 

£MiMi all who were playing in the ring. 

PEASANT \goe* up to GrandfiUher\ What have you got 
now ? The Elders will allot evening to me ! [Snaps 
his ^fingers at Am] That's what you'll get I So there you 
are I It's all mine and you've nothing I They'll tell yon 
■o themselves I 

TAe/ow EUen tpeai all at onee. 

riRR ELDER. 'Cos I luow what's what I 
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"'Pore all I'll be board, 
'Cua I'm an old bin) t" 
THIRD ELDER. FrieoJ ! dear friend, dearest friend I 

FOURTH ELDER. 

"Jog along hnt, jog along bed, 
"■ is hai nowhere to lay down hor b 

Now then, come along ! 

Thr. Elders takt each other'n amis in coiiplei and go off 
reeling, one couple J'olUiiving llie other. The Peasant tunu 
tact to ike hut, bill timiibles before He reackei il,— Jails datm, 
and lies miiilering mcomjirelnmsible nxtrds that sound Hie grunts. 
The Grandfather and those he tvaa nitk, rise and exeunt. 

Enter Labourer and Chief of DeviL. 

LABOURER. Did you see ? Now the swine's blood has 
been roused in them, and from wolves they have turned 
into swine ! [I'lmls to Peasant] There he hes in the dirt 
and grunts like a hog ! 

CHIEF. You have succeeded ! First like foxes, then Uke 
wolves, and now like swine ! Well, that is a drink ! But 
tell me, how did you make it r 1 suppose it's made of a 
mixture of foxes', wolves', and swine's blood ? 

LABuuRER. Oh no ! I only supplied him with too much 
corn ! As long as he had only as much com as he needed, 
he did not grudge his last crust, but when he had more 
than he knew what to do with, the fox's, the wolfs, and 
the swine's blood in him awoke. He always had beast's 
blood in him, only it couhl not get the upper hand. 

cHiBP. Well, you're h fine fellow 1 You've atoned for 
your em st-bl under. Now they only need to drink spirits, 
and they're altogether oure ! 
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CHARACTERS 

lbokId it6dokitoh zvezdIntsev. 1 Tttirtii lAeutnant oj t\t 
Bortc Quanfi. Ovmtr of mart lAan 60,000 aera ofland in Tarioai 
pravinea. A frah-ljiotitig, Natid, agrttabU gendrman of 60. Bdirva 
in Spiritiuditm, awl lika to attimish proj^ v>ith hit v^nderftd itoriti. 

ANSA PiVLOVNA ;<VbzdIMTSEVA. Wife of Uonld. Stout ; pretend i 
lobeyottng; qvlU taitn vpwith Iht contenlionaiifiei of ti/t : dtipiia 
her huiband, and Uindly helierei in her doctor. Very irritable. 

BKTsr. Their dauglUrr. A yoang tcoman of 20, fail, trie* (o be 
tnanniili, trcan a pina-na, Jtirli and gigglei. Speakt very quieldg 
and dittinatli/. 

VAsIly LKOSfolTCB ZVEzrilNTHKF. Thrir itm, aged 25; ha* 
tltidied laic, but hat no dt^nite occupation. Member of the Cyeling 
Club, Jockey Club, and of the Society for Promoting the Breeding of 
Houndi. Enjoyt ptrfect health, and hai imperlurbable idf-aiiuranee. 
Speaii loud and abruptly, h either perfectly itrioui — attruul moroK, 
or it noiiSi/ gay and liiught loud. It nictnaaied Fofo, 

A1.K3I6V VLAUjMIBOVlTCII KBOncoavfiTLOF. A profeiior and 
teienliii of about CO, with gviet and pleatanlly idf-pomued marmot, 
tmd Tuiet, del^xnOe, harmoniout tpeech. Likes to tatk. It mUdlg dli- 
dainfvl of ihaie who do not agree teith him. Smniet much. Ji lean 

THK DOCTOB. About iO. Healthy.fat. red-faced, limd.Toited. and 
rough ; with a telf-iatitjicd mile comtantly on hit tipi, 

UiSTA KOHSTABtJnOVNA. a girl of 20, from the Oomervatoire, 
teacher o/muiie. Wean a fringe, and it tvper-faihianably dretitd. 
Obiequioui. and gelt eatily eonfviid. 

PETRlSTCflBP. Aboat28; hat taken hit digret in philology, and it 
looking out for a potitiim. MaiAer of the tame elubi at FasUy Leonid- 
iteh, and alto of the Society for the Organiiation of Calico Ballt.' It 
lald-headed, quick in movement and tpack, and very polite. 
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I. A potnpout lady ofabou 
iptiiki With monatonaul intOTUilian. 

THH PBIHOGSS, A loeitty KOman, a viiitor. 

HIB DAUOHTKB. An offtettd young locUtg icairuin, a vUitor. 

TUB C0UNTK9S. An ancient dumt. wit/tfidtc hair and ttttft. Movu 
viit\ grtal difficulty. 

OBOSSHAN. A darl, MmnM, lively nut of Jtatih tj/pe. Sptaii 
itry loud. 

ins FAT ladt: M^bva vasIlvbvna TOlboiUhiha. a nrg dii- 
tiiigitiiked, rich, and kindly wsRuiii, acquainted Kith all Ihe netabU 
people of the tail and preieni yeneraUont, Ten/ itout. l^aii hur- 
riedly, trying to be ktard above every one elie, Smolcee, 

BABON KLlSOKN [nictnamed KOKO). A graduaU of Peleribtny 
Univeriilj/, GenlUman of the Bale^mber, AUaehi to an EmioMg. 
It perftetly eorreet tn kit deportment, and Ihtrtfore nv'iiyl peaee of 
mind and ti guielly gay. 

TWO BtLKNT LAU(li:s. 

suDatiT ivAmtcu bahAtop. About IW, an ex-Auittant Miniiter 
0/ Stale, An eUgont gentleman, of wide t'liropean evlture, engaged in 
nothing and iiitereited in eieryfh lag. Hit carriage it dignffild and at 



IvANITCn. FcriOHol allrndant on Zrtzdlntief, aged 
oiiml 60. A man nf tome edueation and fond of information. Via 
hiepinrt-net and poetcl-kandterekief too tnucA, unfoUiing the lallervery 
dovly. Talei an inlertst in politiei. /i tindly and temible. 

GREaOBI. A footnmn, about 2tl, liandiome, prq/ligale, enviout, and 

JACOB. Butler, oiouf 10, a buitliwj. iiniUy man. to vhom the inte- 
Tttlt 0/ kit family in the viliage are oR- important. 

BDION. The bvHtr't aitittant, abont 20, a healthy, freth, peamtit lad, 
fair, beardXtn M j/e( ; calm and imiling. 

TRS COACHMAN. A man of about 35, a dandy. Hat moutlaehet 
bfU no beard. Bude and decided. 

A DIBGHABQKD UAS-OOOK. Abovti5,diihtvdUd,tinlhaved,HmMd, 
ytllovi and trembling. Dreittd in a ragged, light lumtnrr-ovtreoat 
and dirty trouieri. Speaki hoartdy, Reding the vjordt abruptly, 

THB BbBVANTB" cook. A talkative, diuatitjied mmian o/30. 

THB DOOBKBEPBB. A retired leidier. 

tXstA (TATTiKA ulBKOTNA). Ladifi-maid, 19, energeiie, itrong, 
mtrry, with quieldy-ehanging moodt. At nomentt, ahen ttnmgly (s- 
tiled, tKe thriei* Wtlh Joy. 
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FIBSTPBAEAKT. Jhnrfta Bat mrttd at nOage Eidtr. Inagina 
tiial /u knom haw to treat gmtUf tit, and IHtf-JQ htar himliif talk. 

BKOOKD FKAsmi. AimU K, Ittad of a fkmUf. A man a/ ftn 
vordt. Abi^A and tnM^tfU. Tht foAtr of Simi>n. 

THIBD FBUAST. JAoul 70. tfton Aatt rf flaiUd iatL It 
ittrma, rtillat, hurried, and trie* lo coivr kit em\fvtipit bg ameh 
Ultking. 

riBST roOTMAtf (hi atUndoMrt on {Ac Oitintm). ^n old MOn, vttt 
•U-Jbrfumcd «Mni(cri, ofid pmid of kit plaee, 

saooND rooTHAM. Oftnonnout tiu, dron^, imd r«(l«. 

A FOBTBB FBOM A rABHIOllJJtLI DBKSSUAKBB'B BBOP. ^ TiwiA- 
^Md VHin tn dark-Uw long aeal, Speait ftrndf, tmpkaii«aUg, and 
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TANYA. So, ao ; neither »gree&ble oor disigreeeable, but 
just betwixt and between ! Why &re all those cloaks hang- 



ing 



thei 




OREOonv. 1 am just going to put them away, your lady- 
ship ! [Takei down a fur cloak and, rvr^ping it r 
embractt heT\ I say, Tinya. I'll tell you something . . . 

TANVA. Oh, gtt away, do ! What do you mean by it? 
[PulU hertelf angrily a/coy] Leave me alone, 1 tell yau ! 

OREOORV [looks cautimuly around\ Then give me a kiss ! 

TANKA. Now, really, what are you bothering for? I'll 
give you such a kiss ! [Raites her hand lo sCrike], 

VABJLY LEONiDiTCH \off the xsiic, ritigi and then slu»iU'\ 
Gregory ! 

TANYA. There now, go ! Vasily Leoniditch is calling yon, 

GRBGOHV. He'll wait! He's only just opened his eyes! 
I say, why don't you love me? 

TANYA. What sort of loving liave you imagined n 
don't love anybody. 

aRKooRV. That's a fib. You love Simon ! You hare 
found a nice one to love — a common, dirty-pawcd peasant, 
a butler's assistant ! 

tAvva. Never niind ; such as he is, you are jealous ci , 
him! 

VAHfLY leonIditch [off the scene\ Gregory! 

OREGORY. All in good time lealous indeed 1 Of 

what.' Why, you have only just begun to get licked 
into shape, and who are you tying yourself up with ? Now, 
wouldn't it be altogether a different matter if you loved 
me .' . . . I say, Tinya . . . 

TANYA [angrily and severely\ You'll get nothing from 
me, I tell you ! 

vasIly leonIditck [offtheicaie] Gregory!! 

GREGORY. You're mighty particular, ain't you P 

vasJlv LEONiniTCH [offliietcene,tkoutiperiiitenllt/, mortoton- 
outly, and tvitk all his «ttgki\ Gregory ! Gregory I Gregory I 
[T&nya and Gregory laugh'\. 
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OREQORT. You should have seen the girls that have been 
■weet on me. [Belt ringt], 

TjInya. Well then, go to them, and leave me alone ! 

OBiooRY. You are a silly, now 1 think of it. I'm not 
Simon I 

Tj(nya. SinioD means marriage, and not tomfoolery ! 

Enter Porter, carrying a large cardboard box. 

PORTER. Good morning ! 

oneooKY. Good morning ! Where are you from ? 

PORTER. From Bourdey's. I've brought a dress, and 
here's a note for the lady. 

tAnva [taJdng Ike note] Sit down, and I'll take it in. 

VaMji Ltonidilck looks oui of the door in sklrl-sUeret and 
tUppert. 

VAsiLY LXoNiDiTCH. Gregory I 

OREOOHY. Yes, sir. 

vasJly lsonIditch. Gregory ! Don't you hear me call ? 

OREOOHY. I've only just come, sir. 

vasIly LEONiuiTCH. Hot water, and a cup of tea. 

GREOORV. Yes, sir ; Simon will bring them directly. 

vasIly lkonIditch. And who is this ? Ah, from Bourdier r 

PORTER. Yes, sir. 

Exettnl Vatily Leotiidilch and Gregory. Bell rmgt. Tdnya 
rum in ai lAe tound of the bell and openi the front door. 

yhrvA [to Porter] Please wait a little. 

PORTER. I am waiting. 

Sakdtof enteri at front door. 

TANYA. I beg your pardon, but the footman has just 
gone away. This way, sir. Allow me, please. [Taies hit 
fvr cUiok]. 

sahAtop [adjusting his clothes] Is Leonid FytUoritch at 
home ? Is he up ? [Bell ringi], 

TinYA. Oh yes, sir. He's been up a long time. 

Doctor enters and look* rouvdfor thefootman. Seer Sahdtof 
and addresses him in an ojfkand manner. 
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DOCTOR. Ah, my respects to you ! 

sAHAToi' \looks fixedly at Aim] The Doctor, I believe? 

DOCTOR. And I thought you were abroad ! Drop{>ed in 
to sec Leonid Fy6doritch ? 

8AHATOF, Yes. And you ? Is any one ill ? 

DOCTOR \laughing\ Not exactly ill, but, you know . . . 
It's awful with these ladies ! Sits up at cards till three 
eveiy morning, and pulls her waist into the shape of a 
wine-glass. And the lady is flabby aud fat, and carries 
the weight of a good many years on her back, 

SAiiATOF. Is this the way you state your diagnosis to 
Anna Pavlovna ? 1 should hardly think it quite pleases her ! 

DOCTOR [taagbing] Well, it's the truth. They do all 
these tricks — and then come derangements of the 
digestive organs, pressure on the hver, nerveft, and all 
sorts of things, and one has to come and patch them up. 
It's just awful J \^L(atgki\ And you? You are also a 
spiritualist it seems ? 

SAHATOF. I ? No, I am not also a spiritualist. . , , Good 
morning ! [/* about lo go, hul is stopped by the Doctor], 

DOCTOK. No ! But I can't myself, you know, positirety 
deny the possibility of it, when a man hke Krougosv^tlof is 
connected with it all. How can one? Is he not a pro- 
fessor, — a European celebrity ? There must be something 
in it. I should hke to see for myself, but I never have the 
time. 1 have other things to do. 

8AHATOF. Yes, yes ! Good morning. [£rii, lioiviitg iiUghi^'\, 

DOCTOR [to Tdnya] Is Anna Pavlovoa op f 

TANYA. She's in her bedroom, but please come up. 

Doctor goes up»tairs. 

Theodore ledniich entert with a newtpaper in liis hand. 

TiiaoDOBK ivAnitch [lo Porter] What is it you want ? 

PORTER. I'm from Bourdey's. I brought a dress and a 
note, and was told to wait. 

THEODORE I v.^N ITCH. Ah, from Bourdey's 1 [2*0 Tanya] 
Who came in just now? 
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tXnta. It wu Sergey IvAnftch SahAtof uul the Doctor. 
They stood talking here s bit It wu all about ipirit- 

THH>i»«ii£ ivAnitch [correcliiig her] Spiritualism. 

tAnya. Yes, that's just what I said — spiritalism. Have 
you heard how well it went off last time, Theodore IvAn- 
itch f [Latigkt] There was knocks, anil things flew about ! 

THBODOBi ivAnitch. And how do you know ? 

tAnya. Miss Elisabeth told rae. 

Jacob rwu tn mth a tvmbler of tea on a tray, 

JACOB [to the Porter] Good rooming ! 

poimR \^tcoiuoiatelif\ Good morning ! 

Jacob iaioch at VatUt/ LeoiudUck'i door. 

Gregory enters. 

□RxooRY. Give it here. 

JACOB. You didn't bring back all yesterday's tumblers, 
nor the tray Vaaily Leonfditch had. And it's me that have 
to answer for them ! 

ORKOOBY. The tray is full of cigars. 

JACOB. Well, put them somewhere else. It's me who's 
answerable for it. 

oRBooRY. I'll bring it back ! I'll bring it back 1 

JACOB. Yes, so you say, but it is not where it ought to 
be. The other day, just as the tea had to be served, it 
was not to be found. 

OHEOOBY. I'll bring it back, I tell you. What a fuss ! 

JACOB. It's easy for you to talk. Here am I serving tea 
for the third time, and now there's the luneh to get ready. 
One does nothing but rush sbout the livelong day. Is 
there any one in the house who has more to do than me ? 
Yet they are never satisfied with me, 

oRBooHY. Dear me P Who could wish for any <me more 
satisfactory ? You're such a fine fellow t 

tAnya. Nobody is good enough for you I You alone . . . 

oREooRY [to Tdiya\ No one asked your o]dnion ! 
[E»t\ 
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JACOB. Ah well, I don't mind. Tatyina Mirkovna, did 
the mistress say anything about yesterday i 

tkvYK. About the lamp, you mean ? 

JACOB. And how it managed to drop out of my hands, 
the Lord only knows ! Just as I began robbing it, and 
was going to take hold of it in another place, out it slips 
and goes all to pieces. It's just my luck ! It's easy for 
that Gregory Mihiylitch to talk — a single man like hira ! 
But when one has a family, one has to consider things : 
they have to be fed. I don't mind work. ... So she 
didn't say anything ? The Lord be thanked ! ... Oh, 
Theodore IvAnitch, have you one spoon or two i 

THKODORK nANrrcH. One. Only one 1 [Readt neHVpa/wr], 

ExitJaciA. 

BtU ringt. Etiier Gregory (carrt/ittg a liwf) and the Door- 

DooRKEKPRR [lo Gregory] Tell the master some peasants 
have come from the village. 

OHEOOBY [ptMtHng lo Theodore IvdnitiA] Tell the major- 
domo here, it's his business. 1 have no time. [£rtt]. 

tAnya. Where are these peasants from 7 

DOORKIKPER. From Koursk, I think. 

tAnta [thrielit mth del^ht\ It's them. . . . It's Simon's 
father come about the land I I'll go and meet them ! 

DooRKiBPKR. Well, then, what shall I say to them } 
Shall they come In here P They say they've come about 
the land — the master knows, they say. 

THKODOBX ivANiTCH. Yes, they want to purchase some 
land. All right ! But he has a visitor now, so you had 
better tell them to wait 

DooftKEBPBR. Where shall they wait i 

THKODORs irAurrcH. Let them wait outside. I'U send 
for them when the time comes. \Exil Doorkeeper]. 

Enter Tdni/a, JoUoroed fry Ihree PetuatUs. 

tAnya. To the right In here I In here I 
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THEODORi ivAnitch. I did not want them brought in 
here! 

GREGORY. Forward minx ! 

TANYA. Oh, Theodore Ivinitch, it won't matter, they'll 
Btand in this comer. 

TUEonoRi ivAnitch. They'll dirty the floor. 

TANYA. They've scraped their slioes, and I'll wipe 
the floor up afterwards. [To Peasanh] Here, stand just 
here. 

PeoMonU come forward carrT^ng pretentt tied t'n coUoH 
handierckUft : caie, egg*, aiul embroidered tomett. They loot 
around for an k6n before fvAu.'A lo ctdh themaelvet; notjinding 
one, they cnut thenuetvet looking at the itaircoK. 

GREooRY [lo Theodore Ivdnilch], There now, Theodore 
Ivinitch, they say Pironnet's boots are an elegant shape. 
But those there are ever so much better. [Poinling to Ihe 
third Peatant't batt /Aoef]. 

TnEoDoRK iVANiTcn. Why will you always be ridiculing 
people ? [Exit Gregory\. 

TtiEODORK ivdNiTCH [met and goet yp lo tie Pea*antt\ 
So you are from Koursk ? And have come to arrange 
about buying some land ? 

nnsT PEASANT. Just so. We might say, it is for the 
completion of the purchase of the land we have come. 
How could we announce ourselves to the master ? 

THBonoRB ivANrrcH. Yes, yes, I know. You wait a bit 
and I'll go and inform him. [£tii]. 

The Peasanit loot around; fhof are embarratted rrhere to 
put their praetiU. 

FIRST PEASANT. There now, couldn't we have what d'you 
call it P Something to present these here things on? To 
do it in a genteel way, like, — a little tlish or something. 

TANYA. All right, directly ; put them down here for the 
present. [Putt btmdlet on tettle]. 

ratsT PKASANT. There now, — that respectable gentleman 
that was here just now, — what might be his station ? 
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tAni'a. He's Ihe master's valet. 

KiRST PEASANT. I scc. So he'salsoiii service. And you, I 
now, are you a servaut too ? 

TAHYA. I am Uily's-maid, Do you know, I also come \ 
from Demen ! I know you, and you, but I don't km 
him. [PoiTtling to third Peasant^. 

THIRD PEASANT. Them two you know, but me you don't J 

TANVA. You are Efim Antt'.nitcli. 
FIRST i'E.»aANT. Tlmt's just it ! 

tAnya. And you are Simon's father, Zachary Tri- 
f^nitch. 

SECOND PEASANT. Itight! 

THiHD PBASANT. And let me tell you, I'm Mitry Vliaitch 
Tchillkin. Now do you know ? 

TjiNVA. Now I shall know you too! 

SECOND PEASANT, And who may you be ? 

TiInva. I am Aksinya's, the soldier's wife's, orphan. 

FIRST AND THIRD PEASANTS \ieUlt SUrpTlXc] Ncvef ! 

SECOND PEASANT. The provcrb says true ; 

"Buy a penny pig, put it in the rye, 
And you'll Lave a wooderf al fat porter by.and-by." 

FIRST FEAB ANT. That's just It ! She's got the resemblance j 
of a duchess ! 

THIRD PEASANT. That be so truly. Oh Lord I 

VAsfLY leonIditch \Qff the scene, rings, and then shouti[ 
Gregory ! Gregory I 

FIRST peasant. Now who's that, for example, disturbing 
himself in such a way, if I may sny so ? 

tAnva. That's the young master. 

THIRD PEASANT. Oh Lofd ! Didn't I say we'd better wait 
outside until the time comes ? [SiVencc]. 

SECOND PEASANT. Is it }jOU, Simon wants to many ? 

TANVA. Why, has he been writing ? [Hides her face in 
Uer apron\ 
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SECOND PEASANT. It's evident he's written! But it's a 
bad business he's imagined here. I bce the lad's got 

tAnva [^ii't/^] No, he's not at all spoilt ! Shall 1 send 
him to you ? 

SECOND PEASANT. Why Send him ? All In good time. 
Where's the hurry ? 

vasIlv lbonIditcii [daiperateli/, hchind tcmt] Gregory ! 
Where the devil are you? , . . [Enlert from his room in 
xldrisleeves, adjusting hit jtince-nes^. 

VAsfLY LEONiDiTcH. is eveTy one dead .' 

TAN\A. He's not here, sir. . . , 111 send him lo you at 
once. [Moves Inn-ards Ike back door], 

vasIly LBONi'iiiTcii. I could hear you talking, you know. 
How have these scarecrows sprung up here } Eh ? 
What ? 

T.vNVA. They're peasants from the Koursk villHge, sir. 
[Peasants tow]. 

yasIly LEONr'nrrcu. And who is this.' Oh yes, from 

f'asi{^ Leonidilck pat/s no aitenlinn lo the PeasniUs bote. 
Tanya meett Gregory at the doorway and ranains im the 

VAsfLY LBONtDtTcH [to Gregort/] I told you the other 
boots. ... I can't wear these I 

QREGORY. Well, the others arc also there. 

VASJLY LKONiorrcH. But where is l/iere f 

GREGORY. Just in the same place ! 

vabIly LEONiorrcM. They're not ! 

GREGORY. Well, come and see. [Exeunt Gregori/ and 
Vaailif Le(miditch\. 

THIRD PEASANT. Say now, might we not in tlie mean- 
time just go and wait, say, in some lodging-house or 

tAnva. No, no, wait a little. I'll go and bring you some 
plates to put the presents on. [£ntj. 
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Knlcr Sahntqfand Leonid Fyddmitch, fo/loteal bif Tlieixlore 
[vdnilcli. 

The Peatanli lake up Ike preitmln, and posE themselves, 

LBOnId fv6doritch [to Peasants] Presently, presently 1 
Wait a bit ! [PoinU lo Porter] Who is this ? 

poRTRR. From Boiirdey's. 

LEONID fyAdohitch. Ah, from Bourdier. 

SAHitTOF [smiling] Well, I don't deny it : still you under- ' 
stund that, never hnving seen it, we, the uninitiated, have 
some difficulty in believing. 

leonId fvAdoritch. You say you lind it difficult to be- 
lieve ! We do not ask for faith ; all we demand of you is 
to investigHte ! How can 1 help believing in this ring t 
Yet this ring came from there ! 

8AHATOF. From llieref What do you mean? From 
where P 

LEONID fy6[M)ritck. Ffom the other world. Yes I 

s*hAtof [srniling] That's very interesting — very inter- 
esting ! 

LEONID fY(Sdoiiitch. Well, supposing we admit that I'm 
a man carried awny by an idea, as you think, and 
tliat I am deluding myself. Well, but what of Alei^y 
Vladimiritch Krougosvetlof — he is not just an ordinary 
man, but a distinguished professor, and yet he admit.s it to 
be a fact. And not he alone. What of Crookes ? What 
of Wallace ? 

SAHAToF. But I don't deny anything. I only say it is 
very interesting. It would be interesting to know how 
Krougosvetlof explains it ! 

leonId Fv6notuTci4. He has a theory of his own. Could 
you come to-night f — he is sure to be here. First we shall 
have Grossman- — you know, the famous thought-reader? 

SAHATOF. Yes, I have heard of him but have never 
happened to meet him. 

leonId FYiiDORiTCH. Then you must come ! We shall 
first have Grossman, then Kaptchltch, and our mediumistic 
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sconce. . . . [To Theodore Ivd7iilch]li»a the mtnrtluTB^ 
from Kaptchitch f 

THEODORK ivAnitch. Not yct, air. 

uHATor. Thea how am I to know ? 

L£ONiD PYtiDORtTCH. Never mind, come in anjr case I If 
Kaptcbltch can't come we shall find our own medium. 
M^a IgniUevna is a medium — not such a good one «> 
Kaptchltch, but still . . . 

Tdnya eaten tvith plates for the preienlt, and ttaadt listemng. 

sahAtof [tmling\ Oh yes, yes. But here is one puuling 
point: — how is it that the mediums are always of the, 
so-called, educated class, such as Kaptchltch and MArya 
IgnAtievna? If there were such a special force, would it 
not be met with also among the common people — the 
peasants? 

lkonIo rv6DoniTCH. Oh yes, and it isl That is vei; 
common. Even here in our own house we have a peasant 
whom we discovered to be a medium. A few days ago 
we called him in — a sofa bad to be moved, during a 
stance — and we forgot all about him. In all probability 
he fell asleep. And, fancy, after our stance was over 
and Kaptchitch had come to again, we suddenly noticed 
mefliumiHtic phenomena in another part of the room, near 
the peasant : the table gave a jerk and moved 1 

tAnya [aside] That was when I was getting out from 
under it '. 

leon(d FYdnoRiTCH. It is quite evident he also is a 
medium. Especially as he is very tike Home in appear- 
ance. You remember Home — a fair-haired naVve sort of 
fellow ? 

sahAtof [thrugffHg kit thouldert) Dear me, this is vci; 
interesting, you know. 1 think you should try bim. 

lionId nrdnoRiTCH. So we will ! And he is not alone ; 
there are thousands of mediums, only we do not know 
them. Why, only a short time ago a bedridden old 
woman moved a brick wall I 
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■ahAtop. Moved a brick ... a brick wall f 

LEONio fy6ix)ritch. Yes, yes. She was lying in bed, 
and did not even know she was a medium. She just leant 
her arm against the wall, and the wall moved ) 

SAHAfor. And did not cave in ? 

leonId fy6doritch. And did not cave in. 

bahItof. Very strange ! Welt then, I'll come this 
evening. 

LBoNfn py6doiutch. Pray do. We shall hnve a seance 
in any case. [Sahdlof puit on hi* outdoor Ikingf, Leonid 
Fyidoritck ua him lo the door]. 

PORTER [to Tdnya] Do tell your mistress I Am I lo 
spend the night here ? 

TANYA. Wait a little ; she's going to drive out with the 
young lady, so she'll soon be coming downstairs. [£n<}. 

LXoNfo rvbDORiTcii ^cornet up to the Petuanis, mho how and 
offtr Aim iheir pTaeai>\ That's not necessary ! 

nRST PEASANT \irm&t^ Oh, but this-here is our tirst 
duty, it is ! It's also the Commune's orders that we should 
doit! 

SECOND PEASANT. That's always been the proper way. 

THIRD PEASANT. Say no more about it ! 'Cause as we are 
much satisfied. . . . As our parents, let's say, served, let's 
say, your parents, go we would like the same with all our 
hearts . . . and not just anyhow 1 [£onv]. 

leonId rv6D0RiTi;[i. But what is it about? What do 
you want ? 

FIRST PEASANT. It's to your honour we've come , . . 

Sutler PelrUkhrf brukl^, infur^Hned overcoat. 

pktr(stchep. Is Vastly Leonlditch awake yet } [Seeing 
Leonid Ft/ddoritch, hotvi, moving only his head\ 

leonId rv^DORiTCH. You have come to see my son ? 

petrIstchif. 1 7 Yes, just to see Vovo for a moment. 

leonId FY6DORrrcH. Step in, step in. 

PetriOchef Uiket off- hit overcoat and maUct in britib/. 
ExU. 
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lbonId ry6 DO BITCH [lo PeasaJiU] Well,whntisityou want? 

SECOND PEASANT. Plcssc acccpt OUT prcsciits ! 

FIRST PEASANT [smilmg] That's to say, the peasants' 



. Say no more about it ; what's the good f 
We wish you the same as if you were our own father ! Say 
no more about it ! 

leonId fvAdohitcu. All right. Here, Theodore, take 

these. 



THEC 



the prescnU], 



e iviNiTcH [to 1'easanl.i] Give tlicm here. [Ta/res 

. Well, what is the business ? 
FTRST PEASANT. We've come to your honour . . . 
lednId fy6doritch, I see you have ; but what ilo you 

HRsT I'GASANT. It's about making a move towards com- 
pleting the sale of the land. It comes to this . . . 

LKONiD FVdDomrcH. Do you mean to buy the land f 

FIRST PEASANT. That's just it. It comes to this ... I 
mean the buying of the property of the land. The Com- 
mune has given us, let's say, the power of atturning, to 
enter, let's say, as is lawful, through the Government 
bank, with a stamp for the lawful amount. 

LEoNin fv6doritcii. You mean that you want to buy the 
land throii;[rh the land-bank. 

FIRST PRASANT. Tiiat's j ust it. Just ss ('ou olTtred it to ui 
last year. It comes to this, then, the whole sum in full for 
the buying of the property of the land is 32,86* roubles. 

LEONio FYdDORiTCK. Thst's all right, but how about 
paying up? 

FIRST PEASANT. As to tlie payment, the Commune offers 
just as it was said lust year — to pay in 'stalraents, and 
your receipt of the ready money by lawful regulations, 
4000 roubles in full.^ 
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SECOND PKASANT. T«ke 4000 now, and wait for the rest 
of the mooey. 

THIRD PEABANT [wuvn^jping a parcel of tnon^^ And about 
this be quite easy. We should pawn our own selves 
rather than do such a thing just anyhow say, but in this 
way, let's say, as it ought to be done. 

leonId pyiSdoritch. But did I not write and tell you 
that I should not agree to it unless you brought the whole 
sum? 

FIRST PEASANT. That's just it. It would t>e more agree- 
able, but it is not in our possibilities, I mean. 

LEoNiD FY6DOHrrcH. Well then, the thing can't be done ! 

pinsT PKASANT. The Commune, for example, relied its 
hopes on that, that you made the offer last year to sell 
it in easy 'stalments . . . 

uoNfn fy6doritch. That was last year. 1 would have 
agreed to it then, but now I can't. 

SECOND PBAaANT. But how's that f We're been depend- 
ing on your promise — we've got the papers ready and have 
collected the money ! 

THIRD PEASANT. Be merciful, master 1 We're short of 
land ; we'll say nothing about cattle, but even a hen, let's 
say, we've no room to keep. [Amm] Don't wrong us, 
master ! [Bonw]. 

LBONin FY61X1RITCH. Of course it's quite true, that I 
agreed last year to let you have the land for payment by 
instalments, but now circumstances are such that it would 
be inconvenient. 

SECOND PEASANT. Without this land we cannot live ! 

riRBT PEASANT. That's just it Without land our lives 
must grow weaker and come to a decline. 

THIRD PEASANT [6on>t>^] Master, we have so little land, 
let's not talk about the cattle, but even a chicken, let's 
say, we've no room for. Master, be merciful, accept the 
money, master I 

LEONfo rv6D0Rrrcii [examming the documeTil] I quite un- 
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dersUnd, and should like to help you. Wait a little ; I 
will give you an answer in half-an-hour. . . . Theodore, 
say I am engaged and am not to be disturbed. 

THEODORE ivAnitch. Yes, sir, [Exit Leonid Fi/ddorUch]. \ 

The Peasant* look dejected. 

SECOND PEASANT. Here's a go ! " Give me the whole 
sum," he says. And where are we to get it from ? 

FIRST PBASANT. If he had not given us hopes, for example. 
As it is we felt quite insured it would be as was said last 

TiitRD PEASANT. Oh Lord ! and 1 had begun unwrapping 
the money. [iJpgini nrnppirig up the hvndle of bank-notes 
again] What are we to do now ? 

THEODORE IVANITCH. What is your business, then f 

FIRST PEASANT. Our business, respected sir, depends in 
this. Last year he made us the offer of our buying the 
land in 'stalments, The Commune entered upon these 
terms and gave us the powers of atlurning, and now d'you 
see he makes the offering that we should pay the whole 
in full ! And as it turns out, the business is no ways con* 
venient for us. 

THEODORE IVANITCH. Wli.it Is the wholc sum ? 

FIRST PEASANT. The whole sum in readiness is 4000 
roubles, you see. 

THEODORE IVANITCH. Well, what of that? Make an 
effort find collect more. 

FIRST PEASANT. Such 83 it is, it wss collcctcd with much 
effort. We have, so to say, in this sense, not got ammuDi- 
tion enough. 

SECOND PEASANT. You Can't get blood out of a stone. I 

THIRD PEASANT. We'd be glad with all our hearts, but 
we have swept even this together, as you might say, ' 
with a broom. 

Vastly Leoniditch and Petrutcl^f appear in the doorway 
both smoking cigarettes. 

VASiLY leonIditch. I have told you already I'll do my 
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best, 80 of course I will do &11 that is possible 1 Eh, 
what? 

pETRfarcHKF. You must just underatand that if you do 
not get it, the devil only knows whftt a mess we shall 
be in! 

TAsiLY UEonIditch. But I've already said I'll do my best, 
and BO I will. £b, what ? 

PKTRJSTCHKF. Nothing. I only say, get some at any cost. 
I will wait. 

Exit into Vasily I.£onidiich't room, closing door. 

TAsfLY lbonIditch [wotitng Att ant] It's a deuce of a go I 
[The PeatanU bon]. 

VAsfi-Y LEONf DITCH [looking ot PotUt, lo Thtodorc /wrnifcA] 
Why don't you attend to this fellow from Bourdier ? He 
hasn't come to take lodgings with us, bos he ? Just look, 
he is asleep ! Eh, what ? 

THBoDORB iviNiTCM. The note he brought has been sent 
in, and he has been told to wait until Anna Ptlvlovna 
comes down. 

tasIly leoniditch \U)oksat Peatanis and nolicet the money\ 
And what is this ? Money ? For whom ? Is it for us ? 
{To Theodore Ivdnilck] Who are they ? 

THBODORB ivAMtTca. They are peasants from Koursk. 
They are buying land. 

vasIly leomIditch. Has it been sold tlicm ? 

TKEODORi iVANiTCii. No, they have not yet come to any 
agreement. They are too stingy. 

vasIly LEONinncH. Eh ? Well, we must try and per- 
suade them. \To the Peatanii] Here, I say, are you buying 
land ? Eb > 

nitBT PEASANT. That's just it. We have made an offering 
as how we should like to acquire the possession of the 
land. 

vabIly LBONlorrcH. Then you should not be so stingy, 
you know. Just let me tell you how necessary land is to 
peasants! Eh, what? It's very necessary, isn't it ? 
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FIH9T PEASANT. That's just it. The lard appeara as the 
very first and foremost necesfiity to a peasant. That'a 

vAfifLV ij;oNfniTCH. Then why be so stingy ? Just you 
think what land is ! Whyj one can bow wheat on it in 
rows ! I te!l you, you could get eighty bushels of wheat, 
at a rouble and a half a bushel— that would be I '20 roubles. 
Ell, what? Or else miut! 1 tell you, you could collar 
400 roubles off an acre by sowing mint! 

FiBST PEASANT. That's just it. All sorts of producks one 
could put into action if one had the right understanding. 

vas(ly leonJditch, Mint ! Decidedly mint ! 1 have 
lenint about it, you know. It's all printed in books. I 
can show them you. Eh, what ? 

FIRST PEASANT. That's just it, all concerns are clearer to 
you through your books. That's leamedness, of course. 

VAsfLY LEONioiTcti. Then pay up and don't be stingy ! 
[To Theodore Ivdnitck] Where's papa? 

TiieoDURE ivAnitck. He gave orders not to be disturbed 

vasIly leonIditch. Oh, I suppose he's consulting a spirit 
whether to sell the land or not ? Eb, what ? 

TKEonoRE ivAnitch. I Can't say. All I know is that he 
went away undecided about it. 

vasIly lkon(ditch. What d'you think, Theodore Ivanftch. 
iR he flush of cash i Eh, what ? 

TUEODOKR ivAnitch. I don't know, I hardly think BO, 
But what does it matter to you ? You drew a good sum 
not more than a week ago. 

VAsfLY leon(ditch. But didn't I pay for those dogs? 
And now, you know, there's our new Society, and Petris- 
tchef has been chosen, and I had borrowed money from 
I'elristchef and must pay the subscription both for him 
and for myself. Eh, what ? 

THEODORE ivAnitch. And what is this new Society? A 
Cycling Club ? 
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tuIlv lionIditch. No. Just ]et me tell you. Itisquite 
a new Society. It is a very serious Society, you know. And 
who do you think is Presideot ? Eh, what f 

THKODORB iviUhtch. Wbafs the object of this new 
Society ? 

VASJi-Y LEONfmrcH. It ia a "Society to Promote the 
Breeding of Pure-bred Russian Hounds." Eh, what ? 
And I'll tell you, they're having the first meeting and a 
lunch, to-day. And I've no money. I'll go to him and 
hare a try ! [Exit through ttudy door\. 

FIRST PEASANT \Ut Theodore /tvfnifcA] And who might he 
be, respected sir ? 

THEODORx ivAnitch \naU*\ The young master. 

THIRD PBASANT. The heir, so to say. Oh Lord! [j/uit 
amof the mon^] I'd better hide it meanwhile. 

FIRST PBASANT. And we were told he was in military 
service, in the cav'rely, for example. 

THBODoni ivXNrrcu. No, as an only son he is exempt 
from mibtary service. 

THIRD PEASAI4T. Left for to keep his parents, so to say ! 
That's right ! 

SECOND PBASANT [thtJang hii head\ He's the right sort. 
He'll feed them finely! 

TuiiiD PEASANT. Oh Lord I 

Enter Fatib) LeoaidiichJoUoKed by Leonid FyMorilch. 

vasIly LEONfmTCH, That's always the way. It's really 
surprising! First I'm asked why I have no occupation, 
•. and now when I have found a field and am occupied, when 
[ a Society with serious and noble aims has been founded, I 
i can't even have SOO roubles to go on with ! . . . 

LioNfD rv6D0RiTCH. I tell you I can't do it, and I can't | 
I haven't got it. 

VASfLY LEONfDiTCH. Why, you have just sold some land. 

leonId rydboRrrcH, In the first place I have not sold it ! 
And above all, do leave me in peace I Weren't you told I 
was engaged i [Sxil, ilammng door]. 
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OREooRT. Peasants who have come to buy some land o 
other. 

BETSY. And I thought they were the beaters. Are you 1 

not beaters ? 

rmsT PEASANT. No, no, lady. We have come to see I 
Leonid Fyi'idoritch about tlie signing into our possession of 
the title-deeds to some land. 

BETsv. Then how is it? Vovo was expecting some 
beaters who were to come to-day. Are you sure you are 
not the beaters? [The Peaiwiis are xikiil] How stupid they 
are ! [Goet to FatUi/ Lconiditch's door\ Vovo ? \^Lattghs\. 

hArva KoNsTANTiNovNA. But we met him just now up- 

BETSY, Why need you remember that ? Vovo, are you 

PetHHckef enters. 

PKTHisTCHEF. Vovo is not here, but I am prepared to | 
fullil on his behalf anything that may be required. How I 
do you do f How do you do, Mjirya Konstantinovna ? 
[5Aaitci hands long and violently iviih BeUif, arid then tvitk 
Mdrya Kotutantinovna]. 

SECOND 1-KASANT, See, it's as if he were pumping water ! 

BETSY. Yoii can't replace him, — still you're better than 
nobody. [Laugks] What are these atfairs of yours with ' 

peth{stchkf. What affairs ? Our alTaira are He-nancial, 
titat is, our business is lie ! It's also naiicinl, and besides it , 
is financial. 

BETSY. What does nancial mean ? 

petrIstchef. What a question ! It means nothing, that's 
just the point. 

BETSY. No, no, you have missed fire. [Laagltii]. 

PETBisTCHEF, One can't always hit the mark, you know. 
It's something hke a lottery. Blanks and blanks again, 
and at last you win! [Theodore Ivdnilch goes into tiie , 
,luds\ 
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BET9V. Well, this was blank then ; but tell me, were you 
at the MergHSofs' last night } 

PETiiisTCHEP. Not exactly at the Mi-rc Gisof s, but rather 
at the Pi-re Gasors, or better still, at the Filt Gisofs. 

BBTSY. You can't do without puns. It's an illness. 
And were the Gyjisies there ? ' [Laughi\. 

PETnisrccHEF [angi] "On their aprons silken threads, 
little birds with golden heads ! " . , , 

DETSY. Happy mortab ! And we were yawning at 

petrIstchep [continues to sing] " And she proraiseil and 
she swore, She would ope' her . . . her . . . her ..." 

how does it go on, Marya Konstantlnovna P 
MARYA konstant/novna. " Closct door." 
pETBiarcHEF. How ? What ? How, Marya Konstantf- 

BETSV. Cesses, x>otti devenez impotiibU !^ 

PETHisTCHEf. J'ai ce»sS,faihibe,j'ai dfiM . . ? 

BETSY. I see the only way to rid ourselves of your wit 
is to make you sing ! l^t us go into Vovo'a room, his 
guitar is there. Come, M^rya Konstantlnovna, come I 
[Exeunt Betsi), Marya KonstanUnmma, and Petrittc/ief]. 

Frnar peasant. Who be they ? 

oitBOOHY. One is our young lady, the other is a girl who 
teaches her music. 

FIRST PEASANT. Adniiniatrates learning, so to say. And 
ain't she smart ? A reg'lar picture ! 

SECOND PEASANT. Why don't they marry her ? She is old 
enough, I should say. 

onEooHv. Do you think it's the same as among you 
peasants, — marry at fifteen ? 

FIRST PEASANT. And that man, for example, is he also in 
the musitional line ? 

' Tbe GjpHV choirs are very popular in Moscow. 

> BBTST. Cease 1 You are becomiDg quite unbearable I 

) FRTBiSTCHBF. I bavQ Boid iaateii). B said, and D said. 
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I [mimicking him\ 
don't utideratanil anytliing ! 

PlRfT PEASANT. Thftt'sjust 
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Musitional " 



And stupidity, one might 1 



s»y, ' 



■ ignor 



) PEASANT. Oh Lord ! [Gipin/ songs and guilar ac- I 
■ompanitnenl are heard from Vatily Leoniditc/i's rooml. 

Enter Simon, followed by Tdnya, who ivalclia Ike fnee^ig\ 
b'ttveen father and ton. 

OREOonv \to Sinion~\ Wliat do you want ? 

SIMON. I hsve been to Mr. Kaptchltch. 

BHEOORV. Well, and what's the answer? 

SIMON. He sent word he couldn't possibly come to-night 1 

OREQOHY. All right, ni let them know. [£,i^]. 

SIMON \to his Jather\ How d'yoii do, father ! My rft- I 
spects to Daddy Eflra and Daddy Mitry ! How are all J 
at home } 

SECOND PBASANT. Very well, Simon. 

FIRST PEASANT. How d'you do, lad ? 

THIRD PEASANT. How d'you do, sonny? 

SIMON [.imilei\ Well, come along, father, and have s 
tea. 

SECOND PEASANT. Wait till we've finished our business, i 
Don't you see we are not ready yet ? 

SIMON. Well, I'll wait for you by the porch. \JVithu to 
go anny]. 

TANYA \running after Aim] 1 say, why didn't you tell ' 
him anything ? 

SIMON. How could I before all those people ? Give 
time, I'll tell him over our tea. [Eni]. 

Tfieodore Ivdnilch enters aitd sits donm by the mndoip. 

FIRST FEASANT. Rcspcctcd sir, how's our business pro- ' 
eeeding ? 

THEODORE ivAnitch. Wait a bit. he'll be out presently, 
he's just finishing. 

TANVA [to TIttodore Ivdnitch'] And how do you know, 
Theodore Ivinitch, he is finishing? 




TUEODORB 

questioning, he 
TANYA, Can c 
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know that when he has finished 
■.ads the {{uestion and answer aloud. 
e really talk with spirits by means of a 

TitEODOHE ivANtTCH. It secms so, 

tAnya. But supposing they tell him to sign, will he sign i 

THEODORE IVANITCH. Of COUrSC he wlIl. 

TANYA. But they do not speak with words ? 

THEODORE ivANiTCH. Oh, jcs. By mcans of the alphabet 
He notices at which letter the saucer stops. 

TANYA. Yes, but at a si-ance ? . . . 

Enter Leonid Fyddorilck. 

LCONi'n FYiiDORiTCH. Well, fricnds, I Can't do It ! Ishould 
be very glad to, but it is quite impossible. If it were for 
ready money it would be a ditferent matter. 

FIRST PEASANT. That's justso. What more could any one 
desire ? But the people are so inpennycuous^-it is quite 
impossible ! 

LEoNin fyAdobitch. Well, I can't do it, I really can't 
Here ia your document; I can't sign it. 

Tiimn PEASANT. Show some pity, master; be merciful! 

SECOND PEASANT, How Can you act so ? It is doing us a 
wrong. 

LEoNfn (^-dDoRiTcii. Nothing wrong about it, friends. I 
offered it you in summer, but then you did not agree ; and 
now I can't agree to it. 

THIRD PEASANT. Master, be merciful! How are we to 
get along ? We have so little land. We'll say nothing 
about the cattle ; a hen, let's say, there's no room to let a 
hen run about. 

Leonid Fjfddoriich goes up to the door and slops. Eater, 
descending Ike staircase, Anna Pavloana and doctor, yo/lotfed 
by Vasili/ Leoniditch, who it in a mersy and plai^ful mood and 
is putting some bank-notes into kit purse. 

iMiik pAvlovna [lighUy laced, and tvearing a bonnet] Then 
I am to Uke it ? 
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DOCTOR, If the symptoms recur you must certftinly take 
it, but above all, you must behave better. How can you 
expect thick syrup to pass through a thin little hair tube, 
especially when we stiueeze the tube? It's impossible! 
and BO it is with the biliary duct. It's simple enough. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. All right, all right ! 

DOCTOR. Yes, " All right, all right," and you goon in the j 
same old way. It won't do, madam — it won't do. Well, 1 
good-bye ! 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. No, not good-bye, only a 
I still expect you to-night. I shall not be able to make 
up my mind without you. 

DoeroB. All right, if I have time I'll pop in. [£»(]. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA [noticing lite PfoiianU] What's this? 
What ? What people are these ? [Peasanlji bom]. 

. These are peasants from Koursk, 
come to see Leonid Fyiidoritch about the sale of s< 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. I scB tfacy are peasants, but who let 
them in } 

THEoDoRB ivAnitch. Leonfd Fyddoritch gave the order. 
He has just been speaking to them about the sale of the 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. What Sale ? Therc is no need to sell 
any. But above all, how can one let in peu[ile from the 
. street into the house ? One can't let people in from the 
Istreet! One can't let people into the house who have 
|spent the night heaven knows where! . , . \GeUing titore 
■and taore erciledj I daresay every fold of their clothes is 
ifull of microbes— of scarlet-fever microbes, of smallpox 
microbes, of diphtheria microbes ! Why, they are from 
Koursk Government, where there is an epidemic of diph- 
theria . . , Doctor! Doctor! Call the doctor back ! 

7-eonW Fy6donU:h goes into hit room and skult Ike door. 
Gregory gots la recall the Doctor. 

VAsfLV leonIditck [j7noiM al the Peanants] Never mind. 
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mamtn*; if yon like I'll fumigate them so that all the 
microbeB will go to pot ! Eh, what ? 

Anna PAilovtia remairu taxrely nlenl, awaiting the Doctor t 

VAiiLY uoNforrcH \to PetuanU] And do you fatten pigs ? 
There's a first-rate business ! 

FtRsT PKASANT. That's just so. We do go in for the 
pig-fattening line now and then. 

vAsfLY LEoNfDiTCH. This kind ? . . . [Gruntt Hie a fMg]. 

ANNA pAvlovna. Vovo, Vovo, leave off! 

vasIlv LEONiDiTCH. Isn't it like i Eh, what ? 

FIRST PEASANT. That's just so. It's very resemblanL 

anna pAvlovna. Vovo, leave off, I tell you ! 

SECOND PEASANT. Whst's it all about? 

THIRD PKABANT. I said, we'd better go to some lodging 
meanwhile ! 

Enter Doctor and Gregory. 

DOCTOR. What's the matter? What's happened ? 

ANNA pAvlovna. Why, you're always saying I must not 
get excited. Now, how is it possible to keep calm ? I 
do not see my own sister for two months, and am careful 
about any doubtful visitor — and here are people from 
Koursk, straight from Koursk, where there is an epi- 
demic of diphtheria, right in my house ! 

DOCTOR. These good fellows you mean, I suppose ? 

anna pAvlovna. Of course. Straight from « diphtheric 
place ! 

DOCTOR. Well, of course, if they come from an infected 
place it is ra.sh ; but still there is no reason to excite your- 
self so much about it 

ANNA PAVLovNA. But don't you yourself advise careful- 
ness? 

DOCTOR. Of course, of course. Still, why excite yourself? 

ANNA pAvlovna. How can I help it? Now we shall 
have to have the house completely disinfected. 

doctor. Oh no! Why completely? That would cvit 
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300 roubles or more. I'll arrange it cheaply and well for 
you. Take, to a large bottle of water . . . 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Boiled ? 

DOCTOR. It's all the same. Boiled would be better. To 
/ one bottle iif water take a tablespoon of salicylic acid, &nd 
have everything they have come in contact with washed 
with the solution. As to the fellows themselves, they 
must be off, of course. That's all. Then you're quite 
safe. And it would do no harm to sprinkle some of the 
same solution through a spray — two or three tumblers— 
you'll see how well it will act. No danger whatever 1 

ANNA pAvlovna. Tanya ! Where ia Tinya ? 

Enter Tdnya. 

TANVA. Did you call, M'm ? 

anna PAVLOVNA. You know that big bottle in my dress- 
ing-room i 

TiNVA. Out of which we sprinkled the laundress yestep- 

ANNA pAvlovna. Well, of course! What other bottle 
could I mean.' Well then, take that bottle and first 
wash with soap the place where they have been standing, 
and then with . . . 

tAnya. Yes, M'm; 1 know how. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. And then take the spray . . . How- 
ever, 1 had better do that myself when I get back. 

DOCTOR. Well then, do so, and don't be afraid ! Well, 
rt« rermr till this evening, [£r^(]. 

ANNA pAvlovna. And they must be off! Not a trace of 
them must remain! Get out, get out! Go — what are 
you looking at ? 

FIRST prasant. That's just so. It's because of our 
stupidity, as we were instructed . . , 

GHEGORV [piM/iei the Peasants out] There, there; be 
off! 

SECOND PEASANT. Lct mc havc my handkerchief back ! 
[7'Ac handkerchief in which the presents were wrapped]. 
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TiiiHD PBASANT. Oh Lord, oh LoiJ ! didn't I say- 
lodging- lio use meanwhile ! 

Gregory pushes hint out. Exeunt PeiutmU. 

PORTER [mho has repeatedly Iried to say gometkmg\ Will 
there be any answer? 

ANNA PAVLovNA. Ah, from Bourdicr? [EjwVerf/v] None! 
None I You can take it back. I told her I never ordered 
such a costume, and I will not allow my daughter to 
wear it ! 

poRTEH. I know nothing about it. I was sent . . , 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Go, go, take it Lack ! I will call my- 
self about it ! 

VAsiLV LEONiDiTCH [tolemnlif] Sir Messenger from Bour- i 
dier, depart I 

PORTER, I might have been told that long ago, 1 have 
sat here nearly five hours ! 

VAsiLv LEONioiTcii, Ambassfldor from Bourdier, begone ! 

ANNA fAvlovna. Cease, please ! 

£jrj/ Porter. 

ANNA pAvlovna, Betsy! Where is she? 1 always have 
to wait for her. 

vas/lv leonIditch [skoutii^ at the top of hit voice'] Betsy ! 
Petrfstchef! Come quick, quick, quick! Eh? What? 

FMer Petrislchef, Belsy, and Mdrya KoTUtantlnovna. 

ANNA pivLovNA. You always keep one waiting ! 

BET9V. On the contrary, I was waiting for you ! 

PetrUlehef bon<s irith his head only, then ^-ujjm Anna Pdv 
loi-na's hand, 

ANNA rivLovNA. How d'you do ! [To Brtjy] You always 

BETSY. Ifyou are upset, mamma, I had better not go. 
ANNA PAVLovN.\. Are we going or not ? 
BETsv. Well, let US go ; it can't be helped. 
ANNA pAvlovna. Did you see the man from Bourdier? 
BETSY. Yes, and I was very glad. I ordered the costumCj 
and am going to wear it when it is paid for. 
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ANNA pAvlovna. I am not going to pvf for ■ costume 
that is indecent I 

BBTSV. Why has it become indecent? First it was 
decent] and now you have a fit of prudery. 

ANNA pivLovNA. Not pradetj at all I If the bodice were 
completely altered, then it would do. 

BBTSV. Mamma, that is quite impossihle. 

ANNA pAvi/ivNA. Well, get dressed. [They tit donm. 
Gregory puts on their over-thoet for tkem\. 

VAifLV leonIditch. MArya Konstantlnovna, do you notice 
« vacuum in the hall ? 

HAHYA konstantInovna. What is it ? [Laught m aniid- 

vAsfLY LEONforrcK. Bourdier's man has gone ! Eh, 
what i Good, eh ? \Laught Umdlt/]. 

anna pAvlovna. Well, let us go. [Goes out <f the door, bid 
retunu at once] TAnya ! 

tAnya. Yes, M'm? 

anna pAvlovna. Don't let Frisk catch cold while I am 
away. If she wants to be let out, put on her little yellow 
cloak. She is not quite well to-day. 

tAnva, Yes, M'm. 

Exeunt Anna Ptfuhma, Betty, and Gregory. 

PETRfsTCHEP. Well, have you got it } 

vasIlv ucoNforrcH. Not without trouble, I can tell you t 
First I rushed at the gov'nor ; he began to bellow and 
turned me out. Off to the mater — I got it out of her. 
It's here ! \Slaps hU breaxt pocket] If once I make up my 
mind, there's no getting away from me. I have a deadly 
grip ! Eh, what ? And d'you know, my wolf-hounds are 
coming to-day. 

Petiittch^ and VaHly Leonidiiek put on their outdoor thingt 
and go out. Tdnya foUomt. 

THBonoRE ivAnitch [aZonc] Yes, nothing but unplea- 
santness. How is it they can't live in peace i But one 
must say the new generation are not — the thing. And 
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as to the women's dominion ! . . . Why, Leoii[d Fyodoritch 
just now was going to put in a word, but seeing what k 
fren*y she was in— slammed the door behind him. He 
is a wonderfully kind-hearted man. Yes, wonderfully 
kind. Whafs this? Here's Tdnya bringing them back 
again ! 

T^NYA. Come in, come in, grand-dads, never mind ! 

Enter Tdnyn and the Pe/uanlx. 

THEDDORi; ivAnitch. Why h.ive you l)rouglit them back ? 

TANYA. Well, Theodore IvAnitch, we must do something 
about their business. I shall have to wash the place any- 
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that already. 



But the business will not come off, 






action, respected s 
trouble over it, ar 
from the Communi 



: best put our atfair into 

Your reverence might take a little 
we should give you full thankings 
ir your trouble. 
try, honey ! We can't live ! We 
have so little land. Talk of cattle— why, we have no room 
to keep a hen ! [They bon>]. 

THKoDonE ivAnitch. I Hm sorry for you, friends, hut I 
can't think of any way to help you. I understand your 
case very well, but he has refused. So what can one do ? 
Besides, the lady is also against it. Well, give me your 
papers — I'll try and see what I can do, but 1 hardly hope 
to succeed. [Eril]. 

Tdni/a and the three Peoiania sigh. 

tAn\-a. But tell me, grand-dads, what is it that is 
wanted ? 

first peasant. Why,only that he should put his signature 
to our document. 

tAnva. That the master should sign ? Is that all ? 

FiHST I'KABANT. Yes, only lay his signature on the deed 
and take the money^ and there would be an end of the 
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inly has to write and sign, as the 
peasants, let'B say, desire, so, let's say, I also desire. 
That's the whole iiHuir — if he'tl only take it and sign it, J 
it's all done. 

tAnya [amsidering] He need only sign the paper and ( 

FERST PEASANT. That's just so. The whole matter is in 
dependence on that, and nothing else. Let him sign, 
and we ask no more. 

TANYA, .lust wait and see what Theodore Iv^tch will 
say. If he cannot persuade the master, I'll try some- 
thing. 

FIRST PKASANT. Get TOund him, will you ? 

T-iNYA. I'll try. 

THIRD PEASANT. Ay, tlic lass is going to bestir herself. 
Only get the thing settled, and the Commune will bind 
itself to keep you ail your Hfe. See there, now ! 

FIRST PEASANT. If thc affair can be put into action, truly 
we might put her in a gold frame. 

SECOND PEASANT. That goBS wlthout Saying ! 

tAnya. 1 can't promise for certain, but as the saying is : 
"An attempt is no sin, if you try . . ." 

FIRST PEASANT. "You may win." That's just so. 

Enter Theodore IvdnUck, 

THEODORB ivAnitch. No, friends, it's no go ! He has not 
done it, and he won't do it. Here, take your document. 
You may go. 

FIRST PEASANT [g>i'e* Tdnj/a the paper'] Then it's on you 
we pin aU our reliance, for example. 

TANYA. Yes, yes! You go into the street, and I'll run 
out to you in a minute and have a word with you. 

Ktewit Peasants. 

tAnya. Theodore Ivinitch, dear Theodore Ivinitch, ask 
the master to come out and speak to me for a moment. 
I have something to say to him. 

. What next ? 
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tiInya. I must, Theodore Iv^itch, Ask l)im,do; there's 
nothing wrong about it, on my sacred word. 

THiODORK ivAnitck. But what do you want with him i 

tjInya. That'i « little secret. I will tell you later on, 
only uk him. 

THioDORr ivInitch [mi/i'n^] I can't think whnt you are 
up to ! All right, I'll go and ask liim. [£,rtj]. 

tAnya. I'll do it! Didn't he say himself that there b 
that power in Simon ? And I know how to manage. No 
one found me out that time, and now I'll teach Simon 
what to do. If it doesn't succeed it's no great matter. 
After all it's not a sin. 

Enter Leonid FyddorilchJoUtmed by Theodore IvdnUch. 

lkonId rv5noRiTCH [tmiling] Is this the petitioner ? 
Well, what is your business P 

tAnya. It's a little secret, Leonid Fy6doritch ; let me 
tell it you alone. 

leonId py6doiiitch. What is it f Theodore, leave us 
for a minute. 

EmI Theodore IvdnUch. 

TiNVA. As I have grown up and lived in your house, 
Leonid Fy6doritch, and as I aro very grateful to you for 
everything, I shall ojien my heart to you as to a father. 
Simon, who is living in your house, wants to marry me. 

LEONiD FvADoniTCH. So that's it ! 

tAnya. I open my heart to you as to a father 1 I have 
no one to advise me, being an orphan. 

lkonId FviiWBiTCH. Well, and why not ? He seems a 
nice lad. 

tAnya. Yes, that's true. He would be all right ; there 
is only one thing I have my doubts about. It's something 
about him that I have noticed and can't make out , , . 
perhaps it is something bad. 

LioNfD pv6doritch. What is it f Does he drink f 

tAnya. God forbid ! But since I know that there ii 
such a thing aa spiritalism . . . 
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LKDNiD FVc'iniiiiiTCH. All, you know tliat ? 

TANYA. Of course! I understand it very well. Some,.l 
of course, through ignorance, don't understand it. 

lkonId FYiinoRiTCH. Well, what then ? 

tAnya. [ am very much afraid for Simon. It does 
happen to him. 

LEONID fv6dohitcr. What happens to him ? 

tAnya. Something of a kind like spirilnlism. You ask 
any of the servants. As soon as he gets drowsy at the 
table, the table begins to tremble, and creak like that : 
tu/re, . . . tiike ! All the servants have heani it. 

leonId cyAdoritcii. Why, it's the very thing I was 
saying to Sergey Ivinitch this morning! Yes? . , . 

tAny-a. Or else . . . when was it? . . . Oh yes, last 
Wednesday. We sat down to dinner, and the spoon just 
jumps into his hand of itself ! 

LEONID fy6doritch. Ah, that is interesting ! Jumps 
into his hand ? When he was drowsing ? 

TANYA. That I didn't notice. I think he was, though. 

LEONID rv6tioRiTCH. Yes ? . . , 

tAnva. And that's what I'm afraid of, and what 1 wanted 
to ask you about. May not some harm come of it ? To 
live one's life together, and him having such s thing in 
him! 

LRONfo FYiDoRiTCH \iimilmg'\ No, j'ou need not be afraid, 
there is nothing bad in that It only proves him to be a 
medium — simply a medium. I knew him to be a medium 
before this. 

tAnya. So that's what it is ! And I was afraid ! 

LEoNJD fy6doritch. No, Ihcrc's nothing to be afraid of. 
[Aiide]. That's capital ! Kaptchltch can't come, so we 
will test him to-night. . . . [7o Tonf/n] No, my dear, 
don't be afraid, he will be a good husband and . . . that 
is only a kind of special power, and every one has it, only 
in some it is weaker and in others stronger, 

tAnya. Thank you, sir. Now I shan't think any more 
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about it ; but I wu ao frightened. . . . Wluit a thing it 
is, our want of education l 

utoNfD FrdDORiTCM. No, no, don't be frightened. . . 
Theodore ! 

Enter Theodore Ivdnitch. 

LBoNfo FrdDORiTCii. I am going out now. Get everjr- 
thing ready for to-night'g stance. 

THEODORE ivAnitck. But Mr. KaptchJtch is not coming. 

lionId PYdDORiTCH. That does not matter. [PuU on over- 
coat] We shall have a trial s^nce with our own medium. 
[Exit. Theodore Ivdnitch goet out tvilh Aim]. 

tAnya [abne] He believes it ! He believes it I [Shrieti 
and juTopt tvilh Jm/] He really believes it! Isn't it won- 
derful I [Shrieh] Now I'll do it, if only Simon has pluck 
for it I 

Theodore Ivdnilvh returns. 

TKCODOHE tvANrrcH. Well, have you told him yoursecret? 

T^NYA. I'll tell you too, only later on. . . . But I have a 
favour to ask of you too, Theodore Iv^itch. 

THEODORE ivAnitch. Yes? What is it? 

tAnya [(^i^] Vou have been a second father to me, 
and I will open my heart before you as before God. 

THEODORE ivAnitcm. Dod'I beat about the bush, but 
come straight to the point. 

tAnya. The point is . . . well, the point is, that Simon 
wants to many me. 

THEODORE ivAnitch. Is that it ? I thought I noticed . . . 

TAN^-A. Well, why should I hide it ? I am an orphan, 
and you know yourself bow matters are in these town 
establishments. Every one comes bothering; there's that 
Gregoiy Mibiylitcli, for instance, he gives me no peace. 
And also that other one . . . you know. They think I 
have no soul, and am only here for their amusement. 

THEODORE IVANITCH. Good girl, that's right I Well, what 
then? 

tAnya. Well, Simon wrote to his father; and he, hit 
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father, sees me to-day, and says : " ! 
his son. Tlieodore Ivanitch [hoin 
fstlier to me, speak to tlie old man, 
could take them into the kitchet 
in and speak to the old man ! 

THEODORE ivAnitch [smiling] Then I 
maker— am I ? Well, I can do that. 

TANYA, Theodore IvAnitch, dearest, be a father to i 
and I'll pray for you all my life long. 

THEODonc IVANITCH. All right, all right, I'll ci 
Haven't I promised ? [Takes up nen'spaper]. 

TiInva. You are a second father to me ! 

TKEoDORE IVANITCH. All Hght, all right. 

tAn^-a. Then I'll rely on you. [ExU]. 

THEODORE IviNITCH [ahne, shaking hii head] A good affeo- 
tionate girl. To think that so many like her perish ! 
Get but once into trouble and she'll go from hand to 
hand until she sinks into the mire, and can never be found 
again ! There was that dear little Nataly. She, too, was 
a good girl, reared and cared for by a mother, [Takes up 
pa/nr] Well, let's see what tricks Ferdinand is up to in 
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], take the place of a 
— to Simon's father ! I 
1, and you might come 

n to turn match- 
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ACT II 

Evaii»g of the same day. The scene represents the interior 
of the servants' ktU'/ien. The Peiuanta have taken off' Iheir 
outer garments and tit drinking tea at the table, and perspiring. 
Theodore Ivdnitck is smoking a cigar at the other ode of the 
stage. The discharged Cook is li/ittg on the brick oven, and is 
unseen during the early part of the scene. 



G ivAnitch. My advice is, don't hinder him! If 
it's his wish and hers, in Heaven's name let him do it. 
She is a good, honest girl. Never mind her being a bit 
dressy ; she can't help that, living in town : she is a good 
^il all the same. 

SECOND PEASANT. Well, of coursc, if it is his wish, let him ! 
He'll have to live with her, not me. But she's certainly 
uncommon spruce. How's one to take her into one's 
hut ? Why, she'll not let her mother-in-law so much as 
pat her on the head. 

THGoDonc ivAmtch. That does not depend on the spnice- 
ness, but on character. If her nature is good, she's sure 
to be docile and respectful, 

SECOND PEASANT. Ah, Well, We'll have her if the lad's 
bent on having her. After all, it's a bad job to live with 
one as one don't care for. I'll consult my missus, and then 
may Heaven bless them ! 

THEODORE ivAnitch. Then let's shake hands on it ! 

SECOND PKABANT. Well, it secms it will have to come off 

PI RST PEASANT. Eh, ZacHary ! fortune's a-smiling on you ! 
You've come to accomplish a piece of business, and just 
see what a duchess of a daughter-in-law you've obtained. 



t, Good 



i6o Fruits of Culture 

All that's left to be done is to have & drink on it, ui<] 
then it will be all in order. 

THBODORB ivAnitch. That's not at all necessary, [^n 
atdmmrd nUiKe\. 

THiiODOiUE ivAnitch. 1 know something of your way of 
life too, you know. I am even thinking of purchasing a 
bit of land, building a cottage, and working on the land 
myself somewhere : maybe in your neighbourhood. 

SECOND PEASANT. A vcry good tiling too, 

FIRST PEASANT. That's just it. When one has got the 
money one can get all kinds of pleasure in the country. 

THIRD PEASANT. Say no more about it! Country life, 
let's say, is freer in every way, not like the town ! 

THEODORE iviNrrcH. There now, would you let me join 
your Commune if 1 settled among you 'i 

SECOND PEASANT. Why not? If you stand drink for the 
Elders, they'll accept you soon enough I 

FIRST PEASANT. And if you open a public-house, for 
example, or an inn, why, you'd have such a life you'd 
never need to die 1 You might live like a king, and no 
mistake. 

THEODORE IVANITCH. Well, we'll see. I should certainly 
like to have a few quiet years in my old age. Though my 
life here is good enough, and I should be sorry to leave. 
Leonid Fyudoritch is an exceedingly kind-hearted man. 

FiR?T PEASANT. That's just it. But how about our busi- 
ness i Is it possible that he is going to leave it without 
any termination ? 

THEODORE ivAnitch. He'd do it willingly. 

SECOND PEASANT. It secms he's afraid of his wife. 

THEODORE rvANrrcK. It's not that he's afraid, but they 
don't hit things off together. 

THIRD peasant. But you should try, father ! How are 
we to live else ? We've so little land . . . 

THEODou IVANITCH. We'll see what comes of Tinya'a 
attempt She's takeD the business into her hands now ! 
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THIRD puaANT [Utte» tt tip of Ita] Father, be merciful. 
We've ao little land, A hen, let's say, we've no room for 
a hen, let alone the cattle. 

TiiEODORB ivdNtTCH. If the busincss depended on me. 
, . . [To Second Peatani] Well, friend, eo we've done 
our bit of match-making! It's agreed then about 
Tinya? 

SECOND PEASANT. I've givcn my word, and I'll not go 
back on It without a good reason. If only our business 
succeeds ! 

Enter Servantt' Cook who laokt tip at the oven, tnaktM a tigii, 
and ihen hegiru to speak animatedly to Theodore lednilch. 

ecKVANTs' COOK. Just now Simon wu called upstairs from 
the front kitchen ! The master and that other bald- 
headed one who calls up spirits with him, ordered him to 
sit down and take the place of Kaptchlteh t 

THEODORE ivXNrrcH. You don't say so 1 

SERVANT!' COOK. Ycs, Jacob told I'Anya. 

THEODORE ivANrrcH. Ettraordinary I 

Enter Coachman. 

THEODORE ivANrrcH. What do you want i 

COACHMAN [to Theodore Ivdnitch] You may just tell them 
I never agreed to live with a lot of dogs I Let any one 
who likes do it, but I ^'1 never agree to live among dogs ! 

THEODORE ivANrrcH. What dogs ? 

COACHMAN. Three dogs have been sent into our room by 
Vastly Leoniditch t They've messed it all over. They're 
whining, and if one comes near them they bite — the 
devils ! They'd tear you to pieces if you didn't mind. 
I've a good mind to take a club and smash their legs for 
them I 

THEODORE ivjtNrrcH. But when did they come? 

COACHMAN. Why, to-day, from the Dog Show ; the devil 
knows what kind they are, but they're an expensive sort 
Are we or the dogs to live in the coachmen's quarters ? 
You just go and ask ! 
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THcoDDRH iTitKiTCH. Yes, that will never do. I'll gol 
and ask about it. 

COACHMAN. They'd better be brought here to LoukerjA J 

BBHVANTs' COOK [angriiy\ People have to eat here, and] 
you'd like to lock dogs in here ! As it is . . . 

COACHMAN. And I've got the liveries, and the sledge- 
covers and the harness there, and they eipect things kept 
clean ! Perhaps the porter's lodge might do. 

THEoDOBE nANiTCH. 1 must ask Vasiiy Leonfditch. 

COACHMAN [ongJi/^] He'd better hang the brutes round 
his neck and lug them about with him ! But no fear : he'd 
rather ride on horscliack himself. It's he as spoilt Beauty 
without rhyme or reason. That was a horse ! . . . Oh 
dear ! what a life ! [^Exil, slamming door], 

THEODOIiE iviNrrcH. That's not right ! Certainly not 
right ! [2*0 Peasanls] Well then, it's time we were saying 
good-bye, friends. 

PEABANTH. Good-bye ! 

E.tU Theodore Ivdnitck. 

At toon as hew gone a lound of groaning it heard from the 
top of the oven. 

SECOND fSAS ANT. He'sslcek, that One ; looks like a general. 

bkhvantb' cook. Rather 1 Why, he has a room all to 
himself; he gets his washing, his tea and sugar, and food 
from the master's table. 

DisCHAHOED COOK [on Ihe oven] Why shouldn't the old 
beggar live well ? He's hned his pockets all right ! 

SECOND PEASANT. Who's that up there, on the oven ? 

BXRVANTB* COOK. Oh, it's only a man. 

Siietice. 

rmsT PEASANT. Well, and you too, as 1 noticed a while 
since when yon were supping, have capital food to eat. 

servants' COOK. We can't complain. She's not mean 
about the food. We have wheat bread every Sunday, and 
fish when a holiday happens to be a fast-day too, and 
those who like may eat meat. 
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racoND PSASANT. And does any one tuck into flesh on 
fast-da js ? 

SEttVANTs* COOK. Oh, they nearly all do ! Only Ihe old 
coachman — not the one who was here just now but the 
old one — and Simon, and I and the housekeeper, fast^ 
all the others eat meat. 

SECOND PEASANT, And the roaster himself ? 

sEHVANTa' COOK. Catch him ! Why, 1 bet he's forgotten 
there is such a thing as fasting ! 

THIRD PEASANT. Oh Lord ! 

piHBT PEASANT. That's the gentlefolks' way : they have 
got it all out of their books. 'Cos of their intelei I 

Tiimo PEASANT. Shouldn't wonder if they feed on wheat 
bread every day ! 

SERVANTS* COOK. Wheat bread indeed ! Much they think 
of wheat bread ! You should see what food they eat. No 
end of different things ! 

P1RST PEA8.ANT. In couFse gentlefoiks' food is of an airial 

servants' cook. Airial, of course, but all the same they're 
good at stuffing themselves, they are ! 

FcHST PEASANT. Have healthy appekites, so to say. 

servants' cook. 'Cos they always rinse it down ! All 
with Bwect wines, and spirits, and fizzy liquors. They 
have a different one to suit every kind of food. They eat 
and rinse it down, and eat and rinse it down, they do. 

first peasant. And so the food's floateil down in pro- 
portion, so to say. 

servants' cook. Ah yes, they are good at stuffing ! It's 
awful ! You sec, it's not just sitting down, eating, then 
saying grace and going away — they're always at it ! 

SECOND PEASANT. Like pigs with their feet in the trough ! 
[PetuartU laugh]. 

servants' coor. As soon as, by God's grace, they have 
npened their eyes, the samovir is brought in— tea, coffee, 
chocolate. Hardly is the second samovilr emptied, a third 
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lua to be set. Then lunch, then dinner, then again 
coffee. They've hardly left ofT, then comes tea, and all 
sorts of tit-bits and sweetmeats — there's never an end to 
it! They even lie in bed and eat ! 

tuihd peasant. There now ; that's good I [Laught]. 

FIRST AND BBcoND PEASANTS. What aTC you about ? 

THIRD PEASANT. If I could Only live a single day like 
that! 

SECOND PEASANT. But when do th«y do their work t 

servants' cook. Work indeed! What is their work? 
Cards and piano — that's all their work. The young lady 
used to sit down to the piano as soon as she opened her 
eyes, and off she'd go ! And that other one who lives 
here, the teacher, stands and waits. "When will the 
piano be free?" When one has finished, off rattles the 
other, and sometimes they'd put two pianos near one 
another and four of 'em would bust out at once. Bust 
out in such a manner, you could bear 'em down here ! 

THIRD PEASANT. Oh Lord ! 

servants' cook. Well, and that's all the work they do I 
Piano or cards ! As soon as they have met together — 
cards, wine, smoking, and so on all night long. And as 
soon as they are up ; eating again ! 

Enter Simoit. 

SIMON. Hope you're enjoying your tea I 

FIRST PEASANT. Come and join us. 

SIMON [coma up to the table] Thank you kindly. [Firtt 
Petuaat pourt out a cup of tea for bim\. 

SECOND PEASANT. Where have you been ? 

siHoN. Upstairs. 

SECOND PEASANT. Well, and what was being done there ? 

SIMON. Why, I couldn't make it out at all ! I don't 
know how to explain it. 

SECOND PEASANT. But what was it 7 

SIMON. I can't explain it. They have been trying some 
kind of strength in me. I can't make it out. Tinya says. 
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" Do it, and we'll get the land for out peasants ; he'll sell 
it them." 

SECOND PEASANT. Btit how IS siic going to manage it ? 

BiMON. I can't make it out, Biiti she won't say. She 
says, " Do as I tell yoo," and that's all. 

SECOND PEASANT. Out what is it you have to do? 

SIMON'. Nothing Just now. Tliey made me sit down, 
put out the lights and told me to sleep. And TAnya had 
hidden herself there. They didn't see her, but I did. 

SECOND PEASANT. Why ? What for ? 

SIMON. The Lord only knows — I can't make it out. 

FIRST PEASANT. NaUii'ally it is for the distraction of time. 

SECoNn PKABANT. Well, it's clear you and I can make 
nothing of it. You had better tell me whether you have 
taken all your wages yet, 

sisioN. No, I've not drawn any. I have twenty-eight 
roubles to the good, I think. 

SECOND PEASANT. That's all right! Well, jf God grants 
that we get the land, I'll take you home, Simon. 

SIMON. With all my heart 1 

SECOND PEASANT. You've got spoilt, I should say. You'll 
not want to plough ? 

SIMON. Plough? Only give me the chance ! Plough or 
mow, — I'm game. Those are things one doesn't forget, 

FiBfiT PBA8ANT. But it don't spcm very desirous after 
town life, for example ? Eh ! 

SIMON. It's good enough for me. One can hve in the 

FIR8T PEASANT. And Daddy Mitry here, is already on the 
look-out for your place ; he's hankering after a life of 

SIMON. Eh, Daddy Mllry, you'd soon get siek of it. It 
seems easy enough when one looks at it, but there's a lot 
of running about that takes it out of one. 

BENVANTs' COOK. You should Bee one of their balls. 
Daddy Mitry, then you would be flurprised I 
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THIRD PKA8ANT. Why, do they eat »11 the time ? 

sinvANTs' COOK. My eye ! You should have Been wh«t 
we had here awhile ago. Theodore Ivinitcb took me 
upstairs and I peeped in. The ladies — awful ! Dressed 
up ! Dressed up, bless my heart, and all bare down to 
here, and their arms bare. 

THIRD PEASANT. Oh Lord t 

SECOND PEASANT. Faugh I How beastly I 

FIRST PEASANT. I take it the climate allows of that sort 
of thing ! 

sKRVANTs' c»ox. Well, daddy, so I peeped in. Dear 
me, what it was like 1 All of 'em in their natural skins ! 
Would you believe it : old women — our mistress, only 
think, she's a grandmother, and even she'd gone and 
bared her shoulders. 

THIRD PEASANT. Oh Lord ! 

servants' COOK. And what neitf The music strikes up, 
and each man of 'em went up to his own, catches hold 
of her, and off they go twirling round and round 1 

SECOND PEASANT. The old women too ? 

servants' cook. Yes, the old ones too. 

SIMON. No, the old ones sit still. 

servants' cook. Get along, — I've seen it myself I 

SIMON. No they don't. 

DiscHABOBD COOK [iM D hooTtt votce, looking down from tke 
omm] That's the Polka-Mazurka. You fools don't under- 
stand what dancing is. The way they dance . , . 

servants' cook. Shut up, you dancer ! And keep quiet — 
there's some one coming. 

Alter Gregory ; old Cook hidet kvrriedb/. 

GBBQORY \to Servant*' Cook] Bring some sour cabbage. 

servants' COOK. I am only just up from the cellar, and 
now 1 must go down again 1 Who is it for i 

oregory. For the young ladies. Be quick, and send it 
Up with Simon. I can't wait I 

■brtantb' cook. There now, they tuck into sweetmeat! 
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Ull they are full up, and then they crave for sour cmb- 
bage! 

FiEUT PKABANT. That's to make a clearance. 

siRVANTs' COOK. Of course, and as soon as there is room 
inside, they begin again ! \_Taiei bam, and exit\. 

QHBooRY [at Peaxanlt] Look at them, how they've estab- 
lished themselves doini here ! Mind, if the mistress finds 
it out she'll give it you hot, like she did this rooming 1 
\Exii, laitg)ung\. 

nnsT PEASANT. Tbat's just it, she did raise a storm that 
time — awful I 

SECOND PEASANT. Tliat time it looked as if the master 
was going to step in, but seeing that the missus was about 
to blow the very roof off the house, he slams the door. 
Have your own way, thinks he. 

THIRD PEASANT [tPOMng hit arm\ It's the same every- 
where. My old woman, let's say, she kicks up such a 
rumpus sometimes — it's just awful I Then I just get out 
of the hut Let her go to Jericho 1 She'll give you one 
with the puker if you don't mind. Ob Lord ! 

Jacob enteri kurriedli/ miih a pretcriplum. 

JACOB. Here, Simon, you run to the chemist's and get 
these powders for the mistress ! 

SIMON. But master told me not to go out. 

JACOB. You've plenty of time ; your business won't begin 
till after their tea. Hope you are enjoying your tea ! 

piRST PEASANT. Thanks, come and join us. 

Exit Simon. 

JACOB. I haven't time. However, I'll just have one cup 
for company's sake. 

FIRST PEASANT. And we've just been having a conversa- 
tion as to how your mistress carried on so haughty this 
morning. 

JACOB. Oh, she's a reg'Ur fury I So hot-tempered, that 
she gets quite beside herself. Sometimes she even bursts 
out crying. 
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FIRST PEASANT. Now, tbcfc's A thing I w&uted to ask 
you About What, for example, be these mikerota she was 
illuding to erewhite? "Hiey've infested the bouse with 
mikerots, with mikerots," she says. What is one to make 
of these same mikerots i 

JACOB. Mikcrogues, you mean ! Well, it seems there is 
such a kind of bugs ; all illnesses come from them, they 
say. So she says there are some of *em on you. After 
you were gone, they washed and washed and sprinkled 
the place wiiere you bad stood. There's a kind of physic 
as kills these same bugs, they say. 

SECOND PEASANT. Then where have we got these bugs 

JACOB [drviJang hit lea] Why, they say they're so small 
that one can't see 'em even through a glass. 

BBcoNo PEASANT. Then how does she know I've got 'em on 
ijf me? Perhaps there's more of that muck on her than on me! 

JACOB. There now, you go and ask ber ! 

SECONn PEASANT. I believe it's humbug. 

JACOB. Of course it's bosb. The doctors must invent 
something, or else what are they paid for? There's one 
comes to us every day. Comes, — talks a bit, — and pockets 
ten roubles ! 

SECOND PEASANT. Nonscnse ! 

JACOB, Why, there's one as takes a hundred ! 

FIRST PEASANT. A hundred ? Humbug ! 

JACOB. A hundred. Humbug, you say ? Why, if he 
has to go out of town, he'll not do it for less than a thou- 
sand I "Give a thousand," he says, "or else you may 
kick the bucket for what I care ! " 

THIRD PEASANT. Oh Lord I 

SECOND PEASANT. Then does he know some charm ? 

JACOB. I suppose he must. I served at a General's out- 
side Moscow once : a cross, terrible proud old fellow he 
was — ^just awful. Well, this General's daughter fell ill. 
They send for that doctor at once. " A thousand roubles. 
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then I'll come." Well, tbcy agreeil, and he (.-ame. Then 
they did something or other he didn't like, and he 
bawled out at the General and says, " Is this the way you 
show your respect for me ? Then I'll not attend her!" 
And, oh my ! The old General forgot all his pride, 
and starts wheedling him in every way not to chuck 
up the job! 

FiKsT PGABANT. And he got the thousand? 
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SECOND PEABANT. That's casy got money, 
a peasant do with such a sum ! 

Tiimn PEASANT. And I think it's all bosh. That time 
my foot was festering I had it doctored ever so long. I 
spent nigh on five roubles on it,-^then I gave up doctoring, 
and it got all right ' 

Ducfiarged Cook mi the oven couglu. 

JACOB. Ah, the old crony is here again ! 

HRBT PEASANT. Who might that man be ? 

JACOB. He used to be our master's cook. He comes to 
see Loukerya. 

FIRST PEASANT. Kitchen-master, ss OHC might Say. Then, 
does he live here P 

JACOB. No, they won't allow that. He's here one day, 
there another. If he's j;ot a copper he goes to a doss- 
house ; but when he h.-is drunk all, he comes here. 

SECOND PEASANT. How did he come to this? 

JACOB. Simply grew weak. And what a man he used 
to be — like a gentleman 1 Went about with a gold watch ; 
got forty roubles a montii wages. And now look at him I 
He'd have starved to death long ago if it hadn't been for 
Loukcrya, 

Enter Sen-ania Coot mlh Ike sour cabbage. 

JACOB [to ServanU' Cook] I sec you've got Paul Petrdv- 
itch here again ? 

servants' cook. And wbere's he to go to ? Is he to go 
and freeze ? 



...God 



I/O 



Fruits of Culture 

What liquor does. 
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Brothers 



D COOK. Have you no conscience ? I'm dying ! 
a copper . . . 

. Get back on the oven, I tell you I 

DiscHARQEiD COOK. Half a glass only, cook, for Heaven's 
sake ! 1 say, do you understand ? I ask you in the name 
of Heaven, now ! 

SEBVAN'ra' COOK. Gjme along, here's some tea for you. 

DISCHARGED COOK. Tea; what is tea? Weak, sloppy 
stuff. A little vodka — just one little drop , . . Loukerya ! 

THIRD PEASANT. Poor old soul, what agony it is ! 

SECOND PEASANT. You'd better give him some. 

servants" cook {gels out a bottle and JilU a mne-glajt'] 
Here you are ; you'll get no more. 

DtscHABOEU COOK {clulchex hold of il and drinks, trembling 
all over] Loukerya, Cook ! I am drinking, and you must 
understand . . . 

servants' cook. Now then, stop your chatter ! Get on 
to the oven, and let not a breath of you be heard I [The 
old Cook meehhf bcgitu to climb up, muttering somelking lo 
himself]. 

SECOND PEASANT. What it is, when a raaja gives way to 
his weakness! 

FIRST PEASANT. That's just it — human weakness. 

THIRD PEASANT. That goes without saying. 

The Discharged Cook settles donm, multering all the lime. 

SECOND PEASANT. I want to ask you something: that 
girl of Akslnya's as comes &om our village and is living 
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here. 


How is she? What is she like? 


living- 


-I mean, does she live honest? 



JACOB. She's a nice girl ; one can say nothing but good 
of her. 

servants' cook. I'll tell you straight, daddy ; I know 
this here establishment out and out, and if you i 
have TAnya for your son's wife — be quick about it, before 
she comes to grief, or else she'll not escape ! 

JACOB. Yes, that's true. A while ago we had a girl here, 
Nataly. She was a good girl too. And she was lost 
without rhyme or reason. No better than that chap ! 
[Pointing to the old CooJi]. 

servants' cook. There's enough to dam a mill-pool, 
with the likes of us, as perish ! 'Cos why, every one is 
tempted by the easy life and the good food. And see 
there. — as soon as one has tasted the good food she goes 
and slips. And once she's slipped, they don't want her, 
but get a fresh one in her place. So it was with dear 
little Nataly ; she also slipped, and they turned her out. 
She hod a child and fell ill, and died in the hospital last 
spring. And what a girl she used to be i 

THIRD PEASANT. Oh Lord ! People are weak ; they 
ought to be pitied. 

DISCHARGED COOK. Thosc dcvils pity? No fear! {He 
hangn his legs dnwnjrom the ovt7t\ 1 have stood roasting 
myself by the kitchen range for thirty years, and now 
that I am not wanted, I may go and die like a dog. . . . 
Pity indeed I . . . 

FIRST PEASANT. That's just it. It's the old circum- 
stances. 

SECOND PEASANT. 

Whiie tiie; diack and they fed, yoQ were " curl; bead." 
When tliey'd fioiahed the prog, 'twafl "Get out, mangy dog I " 

THIRD PEASANT. Oh Lord I 

DISCHARGED COOK. Much you kuow. What is "Ssutey « 
la Bongmont " P What is " Bavassary " ? Oh, the thlogi 
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I could make ! Think of it ! The Emperor tasted m; i 
work, and now the devils want rae no longer. But J" 
am not going to stand it ! 

servants' cook. Now then, stop that noise, roind, . 
Get up right into the corner, so that no one can see y 
or else Theodore Ivdnitch or some one may come in, ■ 
both jou and me'll be turned out ! [■Si/ence]. 

JACOB. And do you know my part of the country f I'm i 
from Voanes^nsky. 

SECOND PEASANT. Not know It ? Why, it'< no more'n 
ten miles from our village ; not that across the ford I DoJ 
you cultivate any land there ? 

JACOB. My brother does, and 1 send my wages. Though 
1 live here, I am dying for a sight of home. 

HBST PEASANT. That's just it, 

SECOND PEASANT. Then Anfsim is your brother? 

JACOB. Own brother. He lives at the farther end of the | 
village. 

SECOND PEASANT. Of course, I know; his is the third | 
house. 

Enler Tdm/a, ninning. 

TANYA. Jacob, what are you doing, amusing yourself ^ 
here ? She is calling you ' 

j*roB. I'm coming; but what's up? 

tAnya. Frisk is harking; it's hungry. And she's scold- , 
ing you. " How cruel he is," she says, " He's no feel- 
ing," she says, " It's long past Frisk's dinner-time, and I 
he has not brought her food ! " [Laiig/iii], 

JACOB [rises to go] Oh, she's cross? What's going to J 
happen now, I wonder ? 

servants' cook. Here, take the cabbage with you. 

JACOB. AH right, give it here. [Taken basin, and exii]. 

FIRST PEASANT. Who is going to dine now ? 

tAnva. Why, the dog 1 It's her dog \S\U down and laka 
up the tea-ptU] Is there any more tea ? I've brought some. 
\_Ptdi fresh iea into the lea-pol.] 
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fiHST PEASANT. Dinner for a Jo^ ? 

tAnya, Yes, of course ! They prepare a special cutlet 
for her; it must not be too fat. And I do the washing — 
the dog's washing, I mean. 

THiBii PBA8.ANT. Oh Lord! 

tAnva. It's like that geatlemaa who had a funeral for 
his dog. 

SECOND PBASANT. What's that > 

tAnya. Why, some one told me he had a dog — I mean the 
gentleman had a dog. And it died. It was winter, and he 
went in his sledge to bury that dog. Well, he buried it, and 
on the way home he sits and cries — the gentleman does. 
Well, there was such a bitter frost that the coachman's 
nose keeps running, and he has to keep wiping it. Let me 
till your cup ! [Fills it] So he keeps wiping his nose, and 
the gentleman sees it, and says, " What are you crying 
about ? " And the coachman, he says, " Why, sir, how can 
I help it ; is there another dog like him ? " [Lauglu], 

sRcoND PEASANT. And I daresay he thinks to himself, 
"If your own self was to kick the bucket I'd not cry." 
[Laughs]. 

DiscHAROEO COOK [from up on the oven] That is true ; that's 
right! 

TANYA. Well, the gentleman, he gets home and goes 
straight to his lady : " What a good-hearted man our 
coachman is; he was crying all the way home about poor 
Dash. Have him called. . . . Here, drink this glass of 
v6dka," he says, "and here's ■ rouble as a reward for 
you." That's just like her saying Jacob has no feelings 
for her dog ! [The Peasants laugh]. 

FiHST PE.tfiANT. That 's the stylc ! 

THIRD PEASANT. Ay, lassie, but you've set us a-laughing ! 

tAnva [pouring out more tea] Hiive some more ! Yes, it 
only seems that our life is pleasant ; but sometimes it is 
very disgusting, — clearing up all their messes ! Faugh ! It'a 
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better in th 



country. [^Peaianli turn their cupt uptide-don 
J l/iai thei/ have hod enough. Tdi'/a pours o 
more lea\ Have some more, Efim Antiinitch. ill 611 yooi 
cup, Mftry Vlisitch. 

THIRD pBASANT. All right, (ill it, fill it. 
FIRST PEAHANT. Well, dear, and whst progression is ourfl 
business makiog F 

tAnya. It's getting on . , . 

FIRST PEASANT. Simon told U 

TitNYA [(piickl^] Did he ? 

SECOND PEASANT. But he could not make us understand. 

tAnya. I can't tell you now, but I'm doing my best— -all 
I can ! And I've got your paper here ! [S/ioti's the paper 
hidden under the bib of her apron\ If only one thing succeeds. 
. . . \Skricks] Oil, how nice it would be ! 

SECOND PEASANT. Don't lose that paper, mind. It has coot 
money. 

tAnya. Nei 
that all ? 

THIRD FEASANT. Why, what else ? Let's say he's signed \ 
it, and it's done ! [Tunu kis cup upside-donttj I've had' | 
enough. 

tAnva [fuu/e] He'll sign it; you'll see he wiU. . , HaraJ 
some more. [Pours out tea]. 

FIRST FEASANT. If Only you get this business about the I 
sale of the land settled, the Commune would pay your I 
marriage expenses. [Refiuet the tea]. 

tAnya [pouring otd tea] Do have another cup. 

THIRD PEASANT. You get it done, and we'll arrange your J 
marriage, and 1 myself, let's say, will dance at the wedding. 
Though I've never danced in all my bom dayj, I'll dance ,1 
then! 

tAnya [laughing] Allright, I'll be in hopesof it [iSi/ennQ, 1 

SECOND PEASANT [exanunet Tdni/a] That's all very wcllf r 
but you're not fit for peasant work. 

tAnva. Who? I.' Why, don't you think me strong 1 



r fear. You only want him to sign it P !■ i 
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enough? Yoa iboold kc me Ucfng ap iny mtotrcM. 
lliere'a many ■ pcmsant couldn't tug as hard. 

aicoND nuuirr. Where do yoa tug her to ? 

T^NYA. Welljlhere'sa thing made with bone, like — some' 
thing like a stiff jacket, only up to here ! Well, and I pul) 
the strings just as when you saddle a hone — when you . . . 
what d'ye call it ? You know, when you gfrit on your hands! 

■Kottn PKUANT. Tighten the girths, you mean. 

TjInta. Yes, yea, that's it And you know I mustn't 
shove against her with my knee. [Laught^ 

SECOND PEASANT. Why do you pull her in? 

tJmva. For ■ reason ! 

SECOND PXASANT. Why, is she doing penance ? 

tAnva. No, it's for beauty's sake ! 

ITBST PEASANT. That's to say, you pull in her paunch for 
appearance' sake. 

tAnta. Sometimes I lace her up so that her eyes are 
ready to start from her head, and she says, " Tighter," till 
my bands tingle. And you say I'm not strong ! [PeatanU 
laugh and shake IMar heads], 

tAnya. But here, I've been jabbering. [Run* amty, 
laughing]. 

THiBo PEASANT. Ah, the lassie has made ua laugh ! 

rrnVT PEASANT. She's a tidy one I 

BicoND FEASANT. She's not bad. 

Enter Sahdtof and Vatibf Letmidikk. Sahdtof hoUt a tea- 
ipaon i» hit hand. 

VAsfbY LEONfntTCH. Not exactly a dinner, but a dijeuiter 
dinaloire. And first-rate it was, I tell you. Ham of suck- 
ing-pig, delicious 1 Boulter feeds one splendidly ! I've 
only just returned. [Seee PeatanU] Ah, the peasants are 
here again ! 

sahAtop. Yes, yes, that's all very well, but we came here 
to hide this article. Where shall we bide it t 

tasIly LtoNinrTCH. Excuse me « moment [To Servantt' 
Cooic] Where are the dogs ? 
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servants' cook. In the co&chman's quarters. You C3n*l| 
keep clogs in the servants' kitchen ! 

VASJLV LeoNiDiTCH. Ah, in the coachman's qiinrtcrs i AU'I 
riglit. 

SAHATop. 1 am waiting. 

vasIly i.EONii)rrcH. Excuse me, please. Eh, what.^ Hide 
it ? I'll tell you what. Let's put it into one of the peasants' 
pockets. That one. I say, where's your pocket ? Eh, 
what? 

THIRD PEASANT. What for d'ye want my pocket ? You're 
a good 'un ! My pocket ! There's money in my pocket ! 

vAsiLv i,bon(ditch. Where's your bag, then ? 

Tumn PEASANT. What for f 

sBBVANTs' COOK. What d'you mean ? That's the yoi 
master ! 

vas/ly LEONioiTCH [/oughs. To SaluiloJ~\ D'you know why I 
he's BO frightened ? Shall I tell you ? He's got a heap of \ 
money. Eh, what P 

sAuiTOF. Yes, yes, I see. Well, you talk to them a bit, 
and I'll put it into that bag without being observed, so 
that tliey should not notice and could not point it out to 
him. Talk to them. 

vasJly lbonIdptch. All right! {To PemanU] Well then, 
old fellows, how about the land ? Are you buying it ? 
Eh, what ? 

FIRST PEASANT. We have made an offering, so to say, with 
our whole heart. But there, — the business don't come into 
action nohow. 

vasIly LsoNfniTCH. You should not be so stingy ! Land 
is an important matter ! I told you about planting mint. 
Or else tobacco would also do. 

FIRST PKABANT. That's just it. Every kind of producks. 

THIRD PSASANT. And you help us, master. Ask your 
father. Or else how are we to live ? There's so little 
land, A fowl, let's say, there's not enough room for a 
fowl to run about. 
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■AKATOF [haj'ing ptit the spoon info a bag belonging to the 
Third Peasant] Cent fait. Handy. Come iilonj;. [£ji/]. 

VAsfLY lkon(ditch. So don't be stingy ! Eh ? Wellj 
good-bye. [E"*]. 

THIRD PRAHAHT. Didn't I EBy, coRie to some lodging- 
house ? Well, supposing we'd had to give three-|jence 
e&ch, then at least we'd have been in peace. As to here, 
the Lord be merciful ! " Give us the money," he says. 
Whafs that for ? 

SECOND PEASANT. He's drunk, I daresay. 

Peasants turn their cups upiide-dorm, rise, and cross thein' 

FIRST PEASANT. And d'you mind what a saying he threw 
out ? Sowing mint ! One must know how to understand 
them, that one must ! 

SECOND PEASANT. Sow mint indeed ! He'd better bend 
his own back at thai work, and then it's not mint he'll 
hanker after, no fear I Well, many thanks ! , . . And 
now, good woman, would you tell us where we could He 
down to sleep } 

servants' cook. One of you can lie on the oven, and the 
others on these benches. 

THIRD PKASANT. Christ save you ! \Pratis, crossing km- 

"in 

FIRST PBASANT. If only by God's help we get our busi- 
ness settled I [Lies rfown] Then lo-morrow, after dinner, 
we'd be off by the train, and on Tuesday we'd be home 

SECOND PEASANT. Are you going to put out the light ? 

servants' cook. Put it out f Oh no ! They'll keep 
running down here, tirat for one thing then another. . . . 
You lie down, I'll lower it. 

SECOND peasant. How is one to live, having so little 
land ? Why, this year, I have had to buy corn since 
Christmas. And the oat-straw is all used up. I'd like to 
get hold of ten acres, and then I could take Simon back. 
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THIHD PEASANT. You're a man with a family. You'd , 
get the lanil cultivated without trouble. If only the 
business comes ofT. 

SRCOND PEASANT. We must pray to thc Holy Virgin, 
maybe she'll help us out. \_Silatce, broken hy tight. Thai 
footstept and voices are heard ouUide. The door opens. Enter 
Grossman hurriedly, mtk hit eyes bandaged, holding Sahdloft 
hand, and JoHofned by the Professor and the Doctor, the Fat 
Lady and Leonid Fyddaritch, Betsy and PelrUlchef, Vatlly 
Ijeonidilch and Mdrya Konslanlinoma, Anna Pdvlovna and 
the Baroness, Theodore Ivdnilch and Tdnya], 

Peasants juhtp up. Grossman comes forward stepping 
quickly, then stops. 

f AT LADY. You need not trouble yourselves ; I have i 
undertaken thc t«ak of observing, and am strictly J 
fulfilling my duty ! Mr. Sah&tof, are you not leading I 
him i 

aAH^TOF. Of course not ! 

FAT ij^DV. You must not lead him, but neither musl you 
resist! [To Leonid Fy6doritch\ I know these experiments. 
I have tried them myself. Sometimes I used to feel a 
certain effluence, and as soon as 1 felt it . . . 

LEONfn py6doiiitch. May I beg of you to keep perfect I 
silence ? 

fat lady. Oh, I understand so well ! 1 have expeii- 1 
enced it myself. As soon as my attention was diverted I 
could no longer . . . 

leonId FY6noBiTCH. Sh . . . ! 

Grossman goes about, searches near the First and Second 
Peasants, then approaches the Third, and stumbles over a 

BASONESB. Mais ditet-moi, on le paye f ' 
ANNA PAVUJVKA, Je ne saiirais ttms dire. 
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N'est ce pat f Com- 



. Mais c'eW nn ih 

ANNA pdVLOVNA. 0/1, out ! 

BARONESS. Qa lient du naraculeux. 
menl esl-ce qu'il (ramie ? 

ANNA pivLOVNA. Je ne saurais vou* dire. Mon mari vout 
fexplitjuera. [Noticing Peasantt, turns round, and sees the 
Servants Cook\ Pardon , , . what is this ? 

Baroness goes up lo the gronp. 

ANNA PAVLovNA [to Servants' Cook] Who let the peasants 
in? 

servants' cook. Jacob brought them in. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Who gave Jacob the order? 

sKHVANTs' COOK. I ciu't Say. Theodore Ivdnitch has 

ANNA pAvlovna. Leonid ! 

Leonid Fifddorilck does not hear, bang absorbed in the search, 



says. 



Sh . 



anna pAvlovna. Theodore Iv^itch ! What is the mean' 
ing of this i Did you not see ine disinfecting the whole 
hall, and now the whole kitchen is infected, all the rye 
bread the milk . . . 

THEJOORE ivanitch. I thought there would not be any 
danger if they came here. The men have come on 
business. They have far to go, and are from our village. 

ANNA pAvlovna. That's the worst of it ! They are from 
the Koursk village, where people are dying of diph- 
theria like flies ! But the chief thing is, I ordei-ed them 
out of the house ! . . . Did I, or did I not ? [Ap- 
proaches the others that have gathered round the Peasants] Be ^ 
careful! Don't touch them — they are all infected with 



.. Bat he is a gentleman 1 

ANNA pXvlovna. Oh yes 1 

BABOHBSB. It is almost miracaloua. Isn't it ? How does bs 
mwinge to find tLinge 7 

ANNA pAvlovha. I really can't tell ;ou. Mj buabaad will 
explain it to yon. . . . Excusn me, . . , 
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diphtheria I [A'd one heedx her, and she xleps oxide in I 

dignified mnuiur and standi fjuielli/ ivaiting\. 

PETHisTCHKif \xniffs loudli/] I don't know if it is dip 

therisj but there is some kind of infection in the i 

Don't jou notice it ? 

BETSY. Stop your nonsense I Vovo, which bag is it in I) 
vasIly leonIditch. Tliat one, that one. He is gettinj 

pBTHisTCHEK. Is it spirits divine, or spirits of wine ? 

8ETSY. Now your cigarette comes in handy for on 
Smoke closer, closer to me. 

Petrliichef leans over her and smokes at her. 

vas/lv ixoNiniTCH. He's getting near, I tell you. 
what? 

GROSSMAN [searches e.rciUd/i/ round the Third Peasant] It Ii 
here ; I feel it is ! 

FAT LADY. Do you fccl an effluence ? [Orossnan s 
imdftmit the spoon in the bag\. 

ALL. Bravo! [Oeaeral enlhiuiasm]. 

vasIly LEoHiDiTCH. Ah ! So that's where our spooitil 
was. [To Peasants'] Then that's the sort you are ! 

THIRD PEASANT. What sort i" I didn't take your spoon ! 
What are you making out? I didn't take it, and my 
soul knows nothing alraut it. I didn't take it — there 1 
Let him do what he likes. I knew he tnme here for 
good. "Where's your bag ?" says he. I didn't take i^ J 
the Lord is my witness! \Crosses hiinsclf] I didn't take 1 
it! 

The young people group round the Peasant, laughing. 

LEonId rYdooftiTCH [angrili/ to his son] Always playing.] 
the fool! [To the Third Peasant] Never mind, friend! 
We know you did not take it ; it was only an experiment 

GROSSMAN [removes bandage J'rom his ei/es, and pretends to f>t 
coming to] Can I have a little water? [All fuss round 

;ii. Let's go straight from here into the 
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I've got a. bitch there — I'palanle '. ' 



coach mui's room. 
Eh, what? 

DBTSV. What a horrid word. Couldn't you say dog f 

VAsiLV leonIditcii. No. I can't say — -Betsy is a man, 
i-palanl. I should have to say young woman ; it's a parallel 
case. Eh, what ? M&rya Konstantlnoviia, isn't it true ? 
Good, eh ? \_Laugks bnidly], 

HARYA RoNSTANTfaovNA, Well, let us go. \E^eitnt Mdn/a 
Koaslanllnotma, Betsy, Petrislchef, and Vruili/ Leonldilck], 

FAT LADV [to Groisnum] Well ? how are you ? Have 
you rested? [Grwiman does not ansn-er. ToSahdlof] And 
you, Mr. Sahdtof, did you feel the effluence? 

bahAtof. I felt nothing. Yes, it waa very fine — very 
fine. Quite a success I 

BARONESS. AdmirabU f Qa ne le/ail pat touffiir?* 

LEONfo (-^-dooRiTCH. P(M tc tnoiM du tnmtde. 

PROFF.SSOR \lo Grossm/iti'] May I trouble you? [Handi 
him a Iherjnometer] At the beginning of the cKperiment 
it was 37 decimal 2, degrees.* [To Doclor] That's right, 
I think ? Would you mind feeling his pulse ? Some 
loss is inevitable. 

DOCTOR [to Grojjjnan] Now then, sir, let's have your 
hand ; we'll see, we'll see. [TViAe* otit his watch, andj'eels 
Groi'sman's puUe], 

FAT LADY [to Qrosm 
you were in could not be c. 

(iRoasMAN [wearili/] It v 

bahjItof. In that case, 
hypnotised yourself? 

GROSSMAN. And why not ? An hypnotic state may ensue 
not only in consequence of association — the sound of the 
tora-tom, for instance, in Charcot's method — but by merely 
entering an hypnogenctic xone. 
• Stunning 1 

1 BABOHESS. Capital 1 Does it not cansie bim any paio T 
LBONfo FTi^DOBiTCt!. Not the slighteat. 
a Centigrade thermometer. 
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1 One moment ! The condition 
called sleep ? 
s hypnosis, 
■e we to understand that you 
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SAHATof, Granting that, it would still be desirable 
defiue what hypnotism is, more exactly ? 

PROFii:ssoii. Hypnotism is a phenomenon resulting froin,| 
the transmutation of one energy into another. 

GROSSMAN. Charcot does not so define it. 

sahAtof. a moment, just a moment! That is your 9 
definition, but Li^bault toM mc himself . . . 

DocTOH [leU go of Grossman g piiisc] Ah, that's all right; 
well now, the temjierature ? 

FAT LADV [iiilcTTiiptiiig] No, allow me ! I agree with the 
Professor. And here's the very best proof. After my 
illness, when ] lay insensible, a desire to speak came over 
me. Ill general I am of a silent disposition, but then 
I was overcome by this desire to speak, and 1 spoke and 
spoke, and I was told that I spoke in such a way that 
every one was astonished ! [To Saiidlof] But I think I 
interrupted yon? 

BAHATOF [mill tlignili/] Not at all. Pray continue. 

nocTOR. Pulse 82, and the temperature has risen three- 
tenths of a degree. 

PHoPESsoR. There you are! That's a proof ! That's just ' 
as it should be. [Taket out pocket-book and iiTiles] 82, yes ? i 
And 37 and 5. When the hypnotic state is induced, it J 
invariably produces a heightened action of the heart. 

nocTOR. I can, as a medical man, bear witness that youi 
prognosis was justified by the event. 

PROFESSOR [to Sahdtof^ You were saying ? . . . 

sahAtof. I wished to say that Liebault told me him- _ 
self that the hypnotic is only one particular psychical 
state, increasing susceptibility to suggestion. 

professor. That is so, but still the law of equivalents ii 
the chief thing, 

GROSSMAN. Moreover, Liebault is far from being an 
authority, while Charcot has studied the subject from all 
sides, and has proved that hypnotism produced by a blow, 
a trauma . . . 
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is 



n't reject Charcot's labour. 
inly repeating whnt Liebault 



rs. but I doi 
I know him also, I i 
totd me . . . 

OR063MAN [ctciledly] There are 3000 patients in 
the Salpetri^re, and 1 have gone through the whole 



Lcuse me, gentlemen, but that is not 
the point. 

FAT I.ADY [iiilerrupling] One moment, I will explain it to 
you in two words? When my husband was ill, all the 
doctors gave him up . . . 

leonId fv6ooritch. However, we had better go upstairs 
again. Baroness, this way ! 

E.veuTtt Grossman, Salidlof, Professor, Doctor, the Fat Ladg, 
and Baroness, talking loiidli/ and interrupting each other. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA \catcking hold oj' Leonid Fyddorilch's arm] 
How often have 1 asked you not to interfere in household 
matters ! You think of nothing but your nonsense, and 
the whole house is on my shoulders. You will infect us all ! 

LEONID fvcIdoritch. What? How? I don't understand 
what you mean. 

ANNA pAvlovna. How ? Why, people ill of diphtheria 
sleep in the kitchen, which is in constant communication 
with the whole house. 

LEoNin fy6doritch. Yes, but I , . . 

ANNA pAvlovna. What, I ? 

i.EONiD fvAdoritch. I know nothing about it 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. It's your duty to know, if you arc thf 
bead of the family. Such things must not be done. 

LEONID FvdnoHiTCH. But I never thought ... I thought . . , 

ANNA PAVLOVNA, It is sickening to listen to you ! [^Leonid 
Fyddoritch remains alerU]. 

ANNA pAvlovna [to Theodore Ivdmtch\ Turn them out at 
once ! They are to leave my kitchen immediately ! It is 
terrible 1 No one listens to me ; they do it out of spite. 
, ■ . I turn them out from there, and they bring them in 
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here ! And with my illness . . . [Get* more and more ex- 
cited, and al laH begiiu to cry] Doctor! Doctor! Peter 
Petn^ritch ! . . . He's gone too ! , . . [£ml, tolibiiig, 
Ji^loteed by Leonid Fy6doTiich\ 

All ttand nlenlfor a long time. 

THIRD PRABANT. BothcrAtioii take them alll If one don't 
mind, the police will tie after one here. And I hsve never 
been to Uw in all my bom days. Let's go to some lodging- 
house, lade ! 

THBODORB iviNiTCH [lo TdiM,a] What are we to do ? 

tAnya. Never mind, Theodore Ivdnitch, let them sleep 
with the coachman. 

THEODORK ivAnitcu. How Can we do that f The coach- 
man was complaining as it is, that his place is full of dogs. 

tAnya. Well then, the porter's lodge. 

THBODORE ivAkitch. And supposing it's found out i 

tAnya. It won't be found out ! Don't trouble about 
that, Theodore Ivinitch. How can one turn them out 
now, at night ? They'll not find anywhere to go to. 

THEODORE ivAnitch. Well, do as you please. Only they 
must go away from here. [£nf]. 

Petuanit take their bage. 

DiscHAROBD COOK. Ob those damned fiends ! It's all 
their fat ! Fiends ! 

servants' cook. You be quiet there. Thank goodness 
they didn't see you ! 

tAnva. Well then, daddy, come along to the porter's 
lodge. 

riRST PEASANT. Well, but bow about our business ? How, 
for example, about the applience of his hand to the signa- 
ture i May we be in hopes 7 

tAnya. We'll see in an hour's time. 

SECOND PEASANT. You'll do tbe trick ? 

tAnya [^ai^A;i] Yes, God willing I 

Cvitm. 
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lall dramng-room in 
nets arc alwm/a held. 



Evening of Ike tame dag. Thr 
l^tmid FyddorUch't house, mhere the s 
Leonid Fi/ddoriich and ihe Profettor. 



leonId rv6D0RiTCH. Well then, shall we risk a seance 
with our new medium ? 

PROFESSOR, Yes, certainlj. He is a powerful medium, 
there is no doubt about it. And it is especially desir- 
able that the stance shoirld take place to-day with the 
same people. Grossman will certainly respond to the 
influence of the mediumistic energy, and then the con- 
nection and identity of the diSerent phenomena will 
be still more evident You will see then that, if the 
medium is as strong as he was just now, Grossman will 

LBONfo FvdDonrrcH. Then I will send for Simon and ask 
those who wish to attend to come in. 

PHOFeason. Yes, all right ! I will just jot down a few 
notes. [Taket out his nole-boot and miles]. 

Enter Sakdtof. 

BAHATop. They have just settled down to whist in Anna 
PAvlovnft's drawing-room, and as I am not wanted there 
— and as I am interested in your s^nce — I have put in 
an appearance here. But will there be a stance i 

LKoNfn ri-6noRrrcH. Yes, certainly 1 

sahAtof. In spite of the absence of Mr. Kaptchltch's 
mediumistic powers ? 

lkonId fv6doritch. Pom ares la main heureute} V*ncj, 
' LEOMlD fidooRiTOH. You briEg good lack. 
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that very peasant whom 1 mentioned to you this n 
turns out to be an undoubted medium. 

SAHATOF. Dear me ! Yes, that is peculiarly interesting t' 

leonJd FYdnoHiTCH. Yes, we tried a few preliminary 
experiments with him just after dinner. 

sahAtof. So you've had time already to experiment, and 
to convince yourself . . . 

lbonId Fv6noRiTCH. Yes, perfectly I And he turns out J 
to be an exceptionally powerful medium. 

8AHATOF [itwreduloiisl^^ Dear me ! 

lkonId n*6DURiTCH. it turns out that it has long been j 
noticed in the servants' hall. When he sits down to tabl^ j 
the spoon springs into his hand of its own accord I [To ] 
Me Professor] Had you heard about it ? 

PROFESSOR. No, I had not heard that detail. 

fBAHAToP [lo the Profesior], But still, you admit the pos- I 
sibility of such phenomena f 
PROFESSOR. What phenomena p 
samAtop. Well, spiritualistic, mediumistic, and super- 
/ natural phenomena in general. 

*^ PROFESSOR. The question is, what do we consider super- 
natural ? When, not a living man but a piece of stone 
attracted a nail lo itself, how did the phenomena strike the 
first observers ? As something natural ? Or supernatural ? 
BAHATOF. Well, of course; but phenomena such as the 
magnet attracting iron always repeat themselves. 

>ii. It is just the same in this case. The phe- 
D repeats itself and we experiment with it. And 
not only that, but we apply to the phenomena we are 
investigating the laws common to other phenomena. 
These phenomena seem supernatural only because their 
causes are attributed to the medium himself. But that 
is where the mistake lies. The phenomena are not caused 
by the medium, but by psychic energy acting through K 
medium, and that is a very different thing. The whole 
matter lies in the law of equivalents. 
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rSAHjiTOF. Yes, certainly, but . . . 
Enter Tdnya, who hidai behind the hangings. 
LEONfo pvAdobttch. Only remember that we eannot 
ret^kon on any results with certainty, with this medium 
any more than with Home or Kaptchitch. We may not 
succeed, but on the other hand we may even have perfect 
materialisation. 
iAHirrov. Materiahsation even ? What do you mean by 
materialisation ? 

leon/d FvdDoHrrcH. Why, I mean that some one who is 
dead^say, your father or your grandfather — may appear, 
take you by the hand, or give you something ; or else 
some one may suddenly rise into the air, as happened to 
Ales^y Vladfiniritch last time. 

PR0PBS»0R. or course, of course. But the chief thing 
is the explanation of the phenomena, and the application 
to them of general laws. 
F.ntfr the Fat Ladif. 

PAT LADY, Anna Pnvlovna has allowed me to join 3rou. 
LEoNin rVfinoHiTCH. Very pleased. 

FAT LADY. Oh, how tired Grossman seems ! He could 
scarcely hold his cup. Did you notice \lo Ike Professor] 
how pale he turned at the moment he approached the 
hiding-place ? 1 noticed it at once, and was the first to 
mention it to Anna Pavlovna. 

PROFESSOR. Undoubtedly,- — loss of vital energy. 
PAT LADY. Yes, it's just as I say, one should not abuse 
that sort of thing. You know, a hypnotist once suggested 
to a friend of mine. Vera K6nshin (oh, you know her, 
of course)— well, he suggested that she should leave off 
smoking, — and her back began to ache ! 

PHoFEBsoR [trying lo have his saif\ The temperature and 
the pulse clearly indicate . . . 

FAT LADY, One moment 1 Allow me ! Well, I said to 
her : it's better to smoke than to suffer so with one's nerves. 
Of course, smoking is injurious ; I should like to give it 
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up myself, but, do what I will, I can't ! Once I innnAged J 

not to smoke for a. fortnight, but could hold out no j 

PROFESSOR [again trying to speak'] Clearly proves . . . 

FAT LADV. Yes, no ! Allow me, just one word ! You 
say, " loss of strength." And I was also going to say that, 
when I travelled with post-horses . . , the roads used 
to be dreadful in those days— you don't remember — bu 
have noticed that all our nervousness comes from rail- | 
ways! 1, for instance, can't sleep while travelling; 
cannot fall asleep to save my life ! 

PROFESSOR [maket another atlempl, which the Fal Lady 
bajlct] The loss of strength . . . 

sahAtof [xmiling] Yes ; oh yes ! 

Leonid Fi/odonlch rings. 

FAT LADY. 1 am awake one night, and another, and a 
third, and still 1 can't sleep! 

Enl^ Gregory. 

LEONin fv6doiutch. Please tell Theodore to get every- 
thing ready for the stance, and send Simon here — Sinaon, 
the butler's assislanl,^ — do you hear ? 

GREGORV. Yes, sir. [£ri(]. 

PROFESSOR [lo Sa/uilqf]. The observation of the tem- 
perature and the pulse have shown loss of vita] 1 
energy. The same will happen in consequence of the 
mediumistic phenomena. The law of the conservation of 
energy . . . 

FAT LADv. Oh yes, yes; I was just going to say that I 
am very glad that a simple peasant turns out to be & 
medium. That's very good. I always did say that the 
Slavophils . . . 

leonId fv6doritcii. Let's go into the drawing-room in 
the meantime. 

FAT LADY. Allow me, just one word ! The Slavophils 
are right ; but 1 always told ray husband that one ought 
never to exaggerate anything! "The golden mean," you 
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know. What la the use of mainUiDfng that the common 
people are all perfect, when I have myself seen . . . 
lbonId rviSiKiRiTCH. Won't you come into the drawing- 

FATLADY. A boy — that high — who drank! I gave him a 
scolding at once. And he was grateful to me afterwards. 
They are children, and, as I always tsy, children need 
both love and severity 1 

EjewU ail, ali taMng logeth^. 

Tditya Oder* from behind Ihe hangingt. 

tAnya- Oh, if it would only succeed ! [Bepntftutaang 
tome l/treadt], 

EnUr BelJy hurriedly. 

Brrsv. Isn't papa here^ \Lookt ingutringfy at Tiiya] 
What are you doing here ? 

tAnya. Oh, Miss Elizabeth, I have only just come; I 
only wished . . . only came in . . . [£i7i&arnuW]. 

BETSY. But they are going to have a s^nce here 
directly. [Nt^icet Tdnya drmving in the thread*, loo/ts at her, 
mid mddatly burttt out LtugMng'\ T&nyal Why, it's you who 
do it all i Now don't deny it. And last time it was you 
too ? Yes, it was, it was ! 

tAnya. Miss Elizabeth, dearest ! 

nrrav [deUgkted] Oh, that is a joke I Well, I never 1 
But why do you do it? 

tAnya. Oh miss, dear miss, don't betray me ! 

BETSY. Not for the world I I'm awfully glad. Only 
tell me how you manage it? 

tAnya, Well, I just hide, and then, when ifs all dark, I 
come out and do it. That's how. 

BrrsY [fainting to IhreadM^ And what is this for ? You 
needn't tcll me. I see ; you draw . . . 

tAnya. Miss Elizabeth, darling I I will confess It, hut 
only to you. I used to do it just for fun, but now I mean 
business. 

BETOY. What ? How ? What business ? 
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tAnya. Well, you see, those peasants that came this 
morning, you saw them. They want to buy some land, 
and your father won't sell it ; well, and Theodore Ivinitch, 
he says it's the spirits as forbid him. So I have had a 
thought as . . . 

Bmv. Oh, I see ! Well, you are a clever girl ! Do it, 
do it. . . . But how will you manage it f 

tAnya. Well, I thought, when they put out the lights, 
I'll at once begin knocking and shying things about, 
touching their heads with die threads, and at last I'll 
take the paper about the land and throw it on the table. 
I've got it here. 

BTTST. Well, and then t 

tANYA. Why, don't you see ? They will be astonished. 
The peasants had the paper, and now it's here. I will 
teach . . . 

BETSY. Why, of couree I Simon is the medium to- 

tAnya. Well, I'll teach Mm . . . [Liatght m that the 
can't con/inue] I'll tell him to squeeze with his hands any 
one he can get hold of I Of course, not your father — he'd 
never dare do that — but any one else ; he'll squeeze till 
it's signed. 

BBTSV \lau^mg\ But that's not the way it is done. 
Mediums never do anything themselves. 

tAnya. Oh, never mind. It's all one ; I daresay it'll 
turn out all right 

Enter Theodore Ivdniich. 

Exit Betey, mating ligru lo Tdaya. 

THBODORB fvAnitch. Why are you here f 

tAnya. It's you I want, Theodore Ivinitch, dear . . , 

THEODOM ivANrrcH. Well, what is it f 

tAnya. About that affair of mine as I spoke of. 

THEODORE ivAnitch [lought] I've made the match ; yes, 
I've maie the match. The matter is settled; we have 
shaken hands on it, only not had a drink on it. 
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tAkta [mti a iknek] Never ! So it's all right ? 

THBODORB itXnitcu. Doit't I tcll you (o ? He uya, " I 
•hall consult the miasua, and then, God willing . . ." 

TiNTA. Is that what he said ? [SAnab] Dear Theodore 
Irinitch, I'll pray for you all the days of my life ! 

THiODORK rvAHrrcH, All right I All right I Now is not 
the time. I've been ordered to arrange the room for the 
trance. 

tAnta. Let me help you. How's it to be arranged t 

THKoDoRi nriNrrcu. How? Why, the table in the 
middle of the room— chairs — the guitar — the accordia»r 
The lamp is not wanted, only candles. 

tAnya [Ae^ Theodore Ivditiich to place the Outigt] la that 
right i The guitar here, and here the inkstand, [Places 
U] So? 

THKODORB ninTTCH. Can it be true that they'll make 
Simon sit here ? 

TibfYA. I suppose 10 ; they've done it once. 

THEODORE iviNrrcu. Wonderful ! [Puis on hit jmce-»et\ 
But is he clean ? 

TibrvA. How should I know? 

THBODoRB tv^NfTCH. Then, I'll tell you what . , , 

tAnya. Yes, Theodore Ivinitch ? 

THCODORE ivlNrrcH. Go and take a nail-brush and some 
Pears' soap ; you may take mine . . . and go and cut his 
cUwB and scrub his hands as clean as possible. 

tAnya. He can do it himself. 

THioDORX ivANrrcH. Well then, tell him ta And tell 
him to put on a clean shirt as well. 

TiiifYA. All right, Theodore Ivinitch. [ExU]. 

THEODORC 'iyAnitcu [tilt down M on eattf-chMr] Ihey^t^ 
^ucated and learned — Alexiy Vladfmlritch now, he's a 
jffip^^K^ — "i^ y^t sometimes one can't help doubting 
M^ much. The people's rude superstitions are beingll 
abolished: hobgobUns, sorcerers, witches. . . . But]foue|| 
considers it. is not this equally superstitious? How is it ' 
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^possible that the souls of the dead should come and talk, 
land play the guitar ? No '. Some one is fooling them, or 
they are fooling themselves. And as to this business with 
Simon — it's simply incomprehensible. [Looks at an alhton] 
Here's their spiritualistic album. How is it possible to 
photograph a spirit f But here is the likeness of a Turk 
and Leonid Fyddoritch sitting by. . . . Extraordinary 
human weakness ! 

Enler Leonid FySdoritch. 

LEoNfo FViSooRnrcH. Is it all ready ? 

THEODORE ivANrrcH \ritmg teiturelt/] Quite ready. [Shu/m] 
Only I don't know about your new medium. I hope he 
won't disgrace you, Leonid Fy6doritch. 

LCONfn rvdnoRiTCH. No, I and Alez^y Vladlmiritch have 
tested hira. He is a wonderfully powerful medium t 

THEODORE ivAnitch. Well, I don't know. But is he 
clean enough? I don't suppose you have thought of 
ordering him to wash his hands ? It might be rather 
inconvenient. 

leonId fy6doiutch. His hands ? Oh yes t They're not 
clean, you think i 

THEODORE ivjInitch. What can you expect f He's a 
peasant, and there will be ladies present, and Mirya 
Vasilevna. 

LBoNfD FV^DORrrcH. It will be all right 

THEODORE ivAnitch. And then I have something to report 
to you. Timothy, the coachman, complains that he can't 
keep things clean because of the dogs. 

LEONfo fy6dorttch [arranging the l/tings ok the labte absent- 
mindedly] What dogs ? 

THEODORE ivAnttck. The three hounds that came for 
VasUy Leonlditch to-day. 

leonId fy6doritch [cered] Tell Anna Pivlovna! She 
can do as she hkes about it. 1 have no time. 

THEODORE iv^NrrCH. But you know her weakness . , , 

LEONfn rvADoiuTCH. 'Tis just aa she likes, let her do as 
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ahe pleue*. Am for him, — one never gets knything but 
UBpleuantness from him. Besidea, I am busy. 

EmUr Simoii,tmiliKg; he ha» a tIeeveUu peasant t coat om. 

UMON. I wu ordered to come. 

lionId fvAdobitcu. Yes, it's all right Let me ■«« your 
hands. That will do, that will do very well ! Well then, 
mj good fellow, jou must do just u yon did before, — sit 
down, uid give w&y to jour mood. But don't think at all. 

MHON. Why should I think f The more one thinks, 
the worse it is. 

LBONiD FvdDOHiTCH. Just SO, just so, exactly ! The leu 
conscious one is, the greater is the power. Don't think, 
but give in to your mood. If you wish to sleep, sleep ; If 
you wish to walk, walk. Do you understand ? 

SIMON. How could one help understanding? It's simple 
enough. 

LiONfo FYbnoHTTCH. But abovc all, don't be frightened. 
Because you might be surprised yourself. You must 
understand that juit as we live here, so a whole world of 
invisible spirits live here also. 

THKonuRi ivjlNiTni [impmving on what l^oitid Fy6dorilch 
hat taid] Invisible feelings, do you understand t 

SIMON [lauglu] How can one help understanding ! It's 
very plain as you put it. 

UHtNiD PvdDORiTCti. You m«y rise up In the air, or some- 
thing of the kind, but don't b« frightened. 

SIMON. Why should I be frightened ? That won't matter 
at all. 

LEONfo rv6DotirrcH. Well then, I'll go and call them 
all. . . . Is everything ready f 

THEODORE ivAnitch. I think so. 

LBONfo fyAdoritch. But the slates f 

TUBoDoRB ivAnitch. Tbcy are downstairs. I'll bring 
them. [Eml]. 

iMtsiD pr6D0RrTCH. All right then. So don't be afraid, 
but be at your ease. 
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SIMON. Had I not better take off my cotit ? 
be more easy like. 

LEoNfo pv6doritch. Your coat? 
that off. [Rnl]. 

BiuoN. She tells me to do the same again, and she will 
again shy things about How isn't she afraid ! 

Enter Tdnya in her rlockings and in a dress of the colour of 
the rvall-paper. Simoti laughs. 

tAnva. Shsh! . . . They'll hear! There, stick these 
matches on your finger-; as before. [Slicks them on] Well, 
do you remember everything ? 

SIMON \be7iding }ds Jingers in, one bij ane^ First of all, wet , 
the matches and wave my hands about, that's one. "then ' 
make my teeth chatter, like this . . . that's two. But 
I've forgotten the third thing, 

TANVA. And it's the third os is the chief thing. Eten't 
forget as soon as the paper falls on the table— I shall 
ring the Httle bell— then you do like this. . . . Spread 
your arms out far and catch hold of some one, whoever 
it is as sits nearest, and catch hold of him. And then 
squeeze ! \_Laug}is'\ Whether it's a gentleman or a lady, it's 
all one ; you just squeeze 'em, and don't let 'em go, — as if 
it were in your sleep, and chatter with your teeth, or else 
howl like this. [Hmels sotto-voce^ And when 1 begin to play 
on the guitar, then stretch yourself as if you were waking 
up, you know. . . . Will you remember everything ? 

SIMON. Yes, I'll remember, but it is too funny, 

TANYA. But mind you don't laugh. Still, it won't 
matter much if you do laugh ; they'd think it was in your 
sleep. Only take care you don't really fall asleep when 
they put out the lights. 

SIMON. No fear, I'll pinch my ears. 

tAnya. Well then Sim darling, only mind do as 1 tell 
you, and don't get frightened. He'll sign the paper, see J J 
if he don't ! They're coming ! 

Get* under the sofa. 
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Enter Grossman and the Professor, Leonid Fyddoriich and 
the Fat Lady, the Doctor, Sahdtofand Anna Pdrlovna, Simon 
stands near the door. 

LEoNf D FV^DORiTCH. Please come in, all you doubten ! 
Though we have a new and accidentally discovered 
medium, 1 expect very important phenomena to~night. 

bahAtof. That's very, very interesting. 

FAT LADY [pointing to Swnon] Mais il est Iris bieti ! ' 

ANNA pAvlovna. Yes, as a butler's assistant, but hardly . . . 

sakAtof. Wives never have any faitb in their husbands' 
work. You don't believe in anything of this kind? 

ANNA pAvlovna. Of course not Kaptchitch, it is true, 
has something exceptional alKiut him, but Heaven knows 
what all this is about ! 

PAT LADY. No, Anna Pivlovna, permit me, you can't 
decide it in such a way. Before 1 was married, I once 
had a remarkable dream. Dreams, you know, are often 
such that you don't know where they begin and where 
they end ; it was just such a dream that I . . . 

Elder Fasili/ Lemiditck and Pelrislc/ief. 

FAT LADY. And much was revealed tome by that dream. 
Nowadays the young people [points to Pelrlslchef and Vasily 
LiKmidiich] deny everything. 

tasIly leonIdptch. But look here, you know — now I, 
for instance, never deny anything 1 Eh, what ? 

Betsy and Mdrya Konstantinovna enter, and liegin laiking to 
Petrlttchef, 

FAT LADY. And how can one deny the supernatural ? 
They tay it is unreasonable. But what if one's reason 
is ttupid ; what then ? There now, on Garden Street, you 
know . . . why, well, it appeared every evening ! My 
husband's brother — what do you call him ? Not beaa-Jrere 
— what's the other name for it ? — I never can remember 
the names of these ditferent relationships — well, he went 

' FAT I.ABF. Bot be loofci quite nice. 
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there three nights running, and still he saw nothing ; so I 
I said to him . . . 

LEOxiD fv6dohitch. Well, who is going to stay here? 

FAT LADY. I ! I ! 

hahAtof. I. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA [to Doctor] Do you meaD to say you sn 
going to stay ? 

DOCTOR. Yes ; I must see, if only once, what it is that \ 
Alex^y Vladfmiritch has discovered in it. How can 
deny anything without proofs? 

ANNA pAvi.ovNA. Then I am to take it to-night for I 
certain ? 

DOCTOR. Take what? . . . Oh, the powder. Yes, 
would perhaps be better. Yes, yea, take it. , . . Hoi 
ever, I shall come upstairs again. 

ANNA pAvLOVNA. Yes please, do. [Loud] When it ia I 
over, mesdama et viesneun, I shall enpect you to come to j 
mc upstairs to rest from your emotions, and then we | 
will dnish our rubber. 

FAT LADV. Oh, certainly. 

sahAtof. Yes, thanks i 

Exit Anna Pdvlotma. 

BETav [to Peiriskkef] You must stay, I tell you. I pro- 
mise you something extraordinary. Will you bet ? •■ 

mAhya konittantInovna. But you don't believe in it ? 

BETSY. To-day I do, 

MARYA KONaTANTiNo\fNA [lo PttHttchef] And do you b«- 

FETHisTCHEF. " 1 Can't bclicve, 1 cannot trust a heart I 
for falsehood fraraed." Still, if Elizabeth Leonldovaa | 

VAsfLY LEONforrcu. Let ub stay, Mdrya Konstantlnovna. 
Eh, what ? I shall invent something cpdlant. 

MAHYA KONSTANTiNovNA. No, you mustn't make me laugh. 
You know 1 can't restrain myself. 

vabIlv leonIditcu [loud\ I remain ! 
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r seats, take your seats, 
n the edge of the chair]. 



LiOKfo FviDOiUTCH [laterclr/] But I beg those who re- 
main not to joke about it. 1 1 is a serious matter. 

petrIstchef. Do you hear? Well then, let's stay, 
Vovo, sit here, and don't be too shy. 

BETSY. Yes, it's all very well for you to laugh ; but just 
wait till you see what will happen. 

vAsiLY leonIditch. Oh, but supposing it's true ? Won't 
it be a go! Eh, what? 

PBTRisTcuEF [trcmblei] Oh, I'm afraid, I'm afraid ! MArya 
Konstantfni} . a, I'm afraid! My tootsies tremble. 

BET8V [laughing] Not SO loud. 

All tit donai. 

LEONID Fv6noRiTCH. Take yc 
Simon, sit down '. 

SIMON. Yes, sir [SiU donii o. 

lgonId p¥6doritch. Sit properly. 

PROFESSOR. Sit straight in the middle of the chair, and 
quite at your ease. [Amaigea Simon on bis chnir\, ^ 

BetJnf, Mdtya KoiulanllTioitm and VaAlif Leonidilcli laugh. 

LKoNfD rvinoRiTCH [rotrin^ his voice] I beg those who 
ore going to remain here not to behave frivolously, but to 
regard this matter seriously, or bad results might follow. 
Do you hear, Vovo I If you can't be quiet, go away ! 

VAslLVLEoNi PITCH, Quitequietl \Hida behind Fat Ladt/]. 

leonId PYiiDoRiTCH. Alex^y Vladimiritch, will you mes- 
merise him? 

pnoFtssoR. No; whyshould I doitwhen Ant6n BoHsitch 
is here ? He has had far more practice and h.'is more 
power in that department than I. . , . Anton Borisitch ! 

OBosBUAN. Ladies and gentlemen, I am not, strictly tr 
speaking, a spiritualist. I haveonlystudiedhypnotism. It 
is true I have studied hypnotism in all its known manifesta- 
tions ; but what is called spiritualism, is entirely unknown 
to me. When a subject is thrown into a trance, I may 
expect the hypnotic phenomena known to me : lethargy, 
abulia, ancesthesia, analgesia, catalepsy, and every kind of 
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susceptibility to suggestion. Here it is not these but 
other phenonienn we expect to observe. Therefore it 
would be well to know of what kind are the phenomens I 
we expect to witness, and what is their scientific si^ | 
niticance. 

bahAtop. I thoroughly agree with Mr. Grossman. Such J 
an explanation would be very interesting. 

LEONID FYbooRrrcH. I think Alex^y Vladfmiritcb will -| 
not refuse to give us a short explanation. 

PROFESSOR. Why not ? I ean give an explanation if it ti I 
desired. [To the Doclor\ Will you kindly note his tempe- I 
rature and pulse ? My explanation must, of necessity, be I 
cursory and brief. 

LEONfn fy6doritch. Yes, please ; briefly, quite briefly. 

DOCTOR. All right. [Takes out t/iermomeler] Now then, 
my lad . . . [Placet the Merwunnrier], 

BiuoN. Yes, sir ! 
J PROFESSOR [tisi/ig and addrexsiiig Me Fal Lady — (Aoi 
^reseating lamsctf] Ladies and gentlemen 1 The pheno- 
menon we are investigating to-night is regarded, on the 
one hand, as something new; and, on the other, as 
something transcending the limits of natural conditions. 
Neither view is correct This phenomenon is not new 
but is as old as the world ; and it is not supernatural but 
is subject to the eternal laws that govern all that exists. 
This phenomenon has been usually dedned as "inter- 
course with the spirit world." That definition is ineiact. 
Under such a definition the spirit world is contrasted with 
the material world. But this is erroneous; there is 
no such contrast ! Both worlds are so closely connected 
that it is impossible to draw a line of demarcation, sepa- 
rating the one from the other. We say, matter is composed 
of molecules . . . 

PKTRisTCHEF. Prosy matter! [IVhispering and laughiery 

PROFESSOR [pauses, then cmltnves] Molecules are com* 
posed of atoms, but the atoms, having no e:(tension, are 
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in reality nothing but the points of applic&tion of fore 
Strictly speakiug, not of forces but of energy, that same 
energy which is as much a unity and just as indestructible 
as matter. But matter, though one, has many difierent 
aspects, and the same is true of energy. Till recently 
only four forms of energy, convertible into one another, 
have been known to us : energies known as the dynamic, 
the thermal, the electric, and the chemic. But these four 
aspects of energy are far from exhausting all the varieties 
of its manifestation. The forms in which energy may 
manifest itself nre very diverse, and it is one of these n 
and as yet but little known phases of energy, that we are 
investigating to-night. 1 refer to mediumistic energy. 

Renewal irhiapeiing and laughier among the young people. . 

PROFE880R [tlopi ami ftiilt a nevere look round] Mediumistic ^ 
energy hus been known to mankind for ages : prophecy, 
presentiments, visions and so on, are nothing but mani- 
festations of mediumistic energy. The manifestations pro- 
duced by it have, I say, been known lo mankind for ages. 
But the energy itself has not been recognised as such till 
quite recently — not till that medium, the vibrntions of 
which cause the manifestations of mediumistic energy, 
was recognised. In the same way that the phenomena 
of light were inexplicable until the existence of an 
imponderable substance — an ether — was recognised, so 
mediumistic phenomena seemed mysterious until the now 
fully established fact was recognised, that between the 
particles of ether there exists another still more rariGed 
imponderable substance not subject to the law of the 
three dimensions . . . 

Renewed laughier, ji'hispert, and giggHng. 

pROFEsson [again looks round severely] And just as mathe- 
matical calculations have irrefutably proved the existence 
of imponderable ether which gives riae to the phenomena 
of light and electricity, so the successive investigations 
of the ingenious Hermann, of Schmidt, and of Joseph 
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Scbmatzhofen, have conRrrnetl beyond n doubt the existence I 
of a substance which fills the universe snd may be called 1 
spiritual ether. 

PAT LADY. Ah, now I understand. 
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LBofjfD FY^DonrTCH, Ycs, but Alexiy Vladin 
you not . . . condense it a little ? 

PRoressoR [not heeding the remnri] And so, as I have jusl 
had the honour of mentioning to you, a succession of strictly 
scientific ejiperiments have made plain to us the laws of • 
niediumistic phenomena. These experiments have proved 
that, when certain individuals are plunged into a hypnotic 
state (a state differing from ordinary sleep only by the 
fact that man's physiological activity is not lowered by the 
hypnotic influence but, on the contrary, is always height- 
ened — as we have recently witnessed) when, ! say, any 
individual is plunged into such a state, this always pro- 
duces certain perturbations in the spiritual ether — pertur- 
l)ations quite similar to those produced by plunging a solid 
body into liquid matter. These perturbations are what we i 
call mediumistic phenomena . . . 

Latig/iier, and tvhapert. 

SAniTOF. That Is quite comprehensible and correct ; but I 
if, as you are kind enough to inform us, the plunging of 
the medium into a trance produces perturbations of the 
spiritual ether, allow me to ask why (as is usually supjKtsed 
to l>e the case in spiritualistic stances) these perturbations 
result in an activity on the part of the souls of dead 

PROFESSOR. It is because the molecules of this spiritual 
ether are nothing but the souls of the living, the dead, 
and the unborn, and any vibration of the spiritual ether 
must inevitably cause a certain vibration of its atoms. 
These atoms are nothing but human souls, which enter 
into communication with one another by means of theae 
movements. 
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FAT LU>T [to Sahdlof] What is it that puules you 7 It 
is so simple. . . . Thank you to, so much ! 

ixoNfo lYdDORiTCK. I think everything has now been 
explained, and that we may commence. 

DOCTOR. The fellow is in a perfectly normal condition : 
temperature 37 decimal S, pube 74. 

PROFESSOR [laJcet out Aw pociel-booi and notet thii lUum] 
What I hare just had the honour of explaining will be 
coofirroed by the fact, which we shall presently have an 
opportunity of observing, that after the medium has been 
thrown into a trance his temperature and pulse will inevit- 
ably rise, just as occurs in cases o( hypnotism. 

leonId fv6dor[tck. Yes, yes. But excuse me a moment. 
1 should like to reply to Sergey Ivinitch's question : How 
do we know we are in communication with the bouIs of 
the dead ? We know it because the spirit that appears, 
plainly tells ub — as simply as I am speaking to you — who 
he is, and why he has come, and whether all it well with 
htm ! At our last stance a Spaniard, Don Castillos, came 
to us, and be told us everything. He told us who he was, 
anil when be died, and that he was suffering for having 
taken part in the Inquisition. He even told us what was 
happening to him at the very time that he was speaking 
to ua, namely, that at the very time he was talking to us 
he had to be bom again on earth, and, therefore, could 
not continue his convenatlon with us. . . . But you'll see 
for yoarselves . . . 

TAT LADY [inlem^liKg] Oh, how interesting! Perhaps the 
Spaniard was bom in one of our houses and is a baby now I 

ixonId PY6DoRrTCH. Quite possibly. 

pROFKSBOR. I think it is time we began. 

lionId rvdDOHTTCH. I was only going to say . . . 

PROFESSOR. It is getting late. 

LEONJD lYdDOKFTCH. Very well. Then we will com- 
mence. Ant6a Boriiitch, be so good as to hypnotise the 
medium. 
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aHossMAN. What method would you like me to use P 
There •« several methods. There is Braid's system, 
there is the Egyptian Bymbol, and there is Charcot's 
syBtem. 

uonId rr^DORiTCH [lo the Prqfator] 1 think It is quite 
immaterial. 

PROFissoit. Quite. 

GROSSMAN. Then I will make use of my own method, 
which I showed in Odessa. 

Lxosia FY6DOHtTCH. If you please I 
^ Grouimm naves hu arm* above Simon. Simon closet Am 
ej/et and Hrelchet himself. 

GROSSMAN [looking closely at him] He is falling asleep ! 
He is asleep! A remarkably rapid occurrence of hyp- 
nosis. The subject has evidently already reached a state 
of antesthesia. He is remarkable, — an unusually impres- 
sionable subject, and might be subjected to interest- 
ing experiments! . . . [Silt down, rises, siU donm agaiiij 
Now one might run a needle into his arm. If you 
like . . . 

PROFESSOR [to Leonid FyddorUch] Do you notice how the 
medium's trance acts on Grossman ? He is beginning to 
vibrate. 

lkonId FrAnoRiTci]. Yes, yes . . . can the lights be ex- 
tinguished now ? 

sahItof. But why is darkness necessaiy ? 
^ professor. Darkness f Because it is a condition of the 
manifestation of mediumistic energy, just as a given 
temperature is a condition necessary for certain mani- 
festations of ehemical or dynamic energy. 

leonId fv^doritch. But not always. Manifestations 
have been observed by me, and by many others, both by 
candlelight and daylight 

PROPX880R [iniemq>ting\ May the lights be put out? 

lionId FYdnoRrrcH. Yes, certainly. [Putt out ctmdUs] 
Ladies and gentlemen 1 attention, if you please. 
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Tdiufa geU from vnder the tofa and laiet hold of a thread 
lied to a ehatdelier. 

pBTRlvrcHKr. I like that Spaniard t Just in the midst 
of ■ coDTcnation — off he goes head downwards ... as 
the French say : piquer une iSie.^ 

BETSY. You just wait a bit, and see what will happen 1 

pmdsTCHiF. I have only one fear, and that is that Vovo 
nay be moved by the spirit to grunt like a pig ! 

vAsfLV LiONfDrrcH. Would you like me to? I will . . . 

LXoNfo rvADORiTCH. Gentlemen .' Silence, if you please I 

Silence. Sitnon licks the matchet on I^Jingen and rubs hit 
knucklet tvilA them. 

UonId FYiiDOHiTCH. A light ! Do you see the light P 

UHjlTor. A light? Yes, yes, I see ; but allow me . . . 

FAT LADY. Where P Where P Oh dear, I did not aee 
it ! Ah, there it is. Oh ! . . . 

PROFESSOR [whi^yert to Leonid Fyddoritch, and jxmte to 
GrottmoK, who it tnoving] Do you notice how he vibrates f 
It is the dual influence. [ The light appears (^mn\. 

leonId fv^doiutck [to the Professor^ It must be he — 
you know ! 

sahAtof. Who? 

LEONfo rv<iD0[UTCH. A Greek, Nicholas. It is his light 
Don't you think so, Alex^y Vladlmiritch } I 

sahAtof. Who is this Greek, Nicholas ? ^ 

PROFESSOR. A certain Greek, who was a monk at Con- 
stantinople under Constantine and who has been visiting 
us lately. 

FAT LADY. Where is he? Where is he? I don't see 

LEONfD FYdDORrrcH. He is not yet visible . . . Alez^y 
Vladlmiritch, he Is particularly well disposed towards you. 
You question him. 

PROFESSOR [m a peculiar ikmm] Nicholas I Is that you ? 

Tanya ropf tmce an the mali. 

> To lake a header. 
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LEONto FViDORiTCH ljoi(fullg] It IS he ! It is he ! 

FAT LADY. Oh dear ! Oh ! 1 shall go away ! 

sahAtof. Why lio you suppose it is he ? 

lkonId rvdoDRiTCH. Why, the two knocks. It is an 
affirmative answer; else all would have been silence. 

Silence. Suppressed giggling t" l/ie young people s comer. 
Tiinyn tkron>s a lampshade, pencil and penwiper upon the 
table. 

lbonId FTdnoHiTCH [n»Aijper«] Do you notice, gentlemen, 
here is a lamp-shade, and something- else — a pencil 1 . . . 
Alex^y Vladimiritch, it is a pt^ncil 1 

pnopEBSOR. All right, all right! I am watching Iwth 
him and Grossman 1 

Groxginan rises and JeeU the things that have fallen on the 
lahle. 

SAtiATDP. Excuse me, excuse me ! I should like to see 
whether it is not the medium who is doing it all himself? 

LBDNh> rvdooniTCH. Do you think so ? Well, sit by him 
and hold his hands. But you may be sure he is asleep. 

saiiAtop \appronrhes. T&nya lets a thread touch his head. 
He is frightened, and stoops\ Ye . . . ye . . . j'es ! Strange, 
very strange ! [Takes hold of Simim's elbon'. Sijoon howls]. 

pnoFEsaon [to Leonid Fj/6dorilch^ Do you notice the 
effect of Grossman's presence .' It is a new phenomenon — 
I must note it . . . [Runs out to note it dotm, and returns 

lbonId FrdDORircH. Yes. . . . But we cannot leave 
Nicholas without an answer. We roust begin . . . 

ORossMAN [rises, approaches Simon and riuses and loirers his 
arm] It would be interesting to produce contraction 1 The 
subject is in profound hypnosis. 

PROFEssDit [fo Leonid Fi/ddoritch] Do you see f Do you 



. If you like . . . 
DOCTOR. Now then, ray dear sir, leave the management 
to Ales6y Vladimiritch, the alTair is turning out serious. 
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inniiMiin Lcftve him alone, he [iv/Vrrs^ to GrOMtman] 
is Ulking Jn hi« sleep ! 

rAT LADY. How glad I now am that I resolved to be 
present ! It is frighteningj but all the same I am glad, for 
I always said to my bushand . . . 

leokId itAdobttch. Silence, if you please. 

Tifwya dramt a thread over the Fat iMtty't head. 

FAT LADY. Aie I 

leohId iYADOBiTCH. What? What is it? 

FAT LADY. He took hold of my hair t 

leonId rv^DoRiTCH [ttrhitpert] Never mind, don't be 
afraid, give him your hand. His hand will be cold, but I 
like it 

PAT LADY [hide* her hmidtl Not for the world ! 

sahAtop. Yes, it is strange, very strange ! 

LEONfo rY6D0RrrcH. He is here and is seeking for inter- 
course. Who wishes to put a question to him? 

sabAtop. 1 should like to put a question. If I may. 

PROFESSOR. Please do. 

■ahAtof. Do 1 believe or not? 

Tifnya knockt tmice. / 

PBOFEssoa. The answer to affirmative. ^ 

bahAtof. Allow me to ask again. Have 1 a ten rouble 
note in my pocket ? 

Tiinya knockt several timet aid pataet a thread over 
Sahdl^t head. 

saujItof. Ah t [5«ef the thread and breaki it]. 

PROFESSOR. I should ask those present not to ask in- 
definite or trivial questions. It is unpleasant to Ann / 

sauAtop. No, but allow me! Here I have a thread in my 
hand! 

LBONfn FvdDOEUTCH. A thread? Hold it fast; that 
happens often, and not only threads but sometimes even 
silk cords — very ancient ones ! 

sakAtof. No — but where did this thread come from f 

Tifnya throwi a auhiom at hm. 
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sahAtoi-. Wait a bit ; wait ! Something soft has hit n 
on the head. Light a candle — there is Eomething . , , 

PRoFBaaoR. We beg of you not to interrupt the mani- 1 
festations. 

FAT LADY. For goodness' sake don't interrupt ! I should | 
also like to asli something. May I ? 

leonId KYiiDORiTCH. Ycs, if yon like. 

FAT LADY. I sliould like to ask about my digestion.' Maj I 
I ? 1 want to know what to take : aconite or bclladon 

SUence, ivhispers among the young people ; suddenly I'ajillf J 
Leonidiich begins la cry lite a baby .- " au-a, ou-a ! " 
[Laughter.] Holding their mordki and notet, the girU audi 
PelHstckef run away bursting with laughter. 

FAT LADY. Ah, that must be the monk who's been bora I 
again I 

LEONID FYdooRiTCH [btsidc hiviself with anger, wkitperty 1 
One gets nothing but tomfoolery from you 1 If you don't J 
know how to behave decently, go away ! 

Kiif Vasily Leonidiich. Darkneu and siUnee. 

FAT LADY. Oh, what a pity ! Now one can't ask any ' 

LEoNtD fy6doritcu. Not at all. It is only Vovo's non- 
sense. But he is here. Ask him. 

professor. That often happens. These jokes and ridi- 
cule are quite usual occurrences. 1 expect he is still here. 
But we may ask. ■ Leonid Fyidoritch, will you ? 

leonId fv6doritch. No, you, if you please. This has ' 
upset me. So unpleasant 1 Such want of tact I . . . 

professor. Very well. . . . Nicholas, are you here ? 

Tdnya rapt twice and rings. Simon roars, spreads his armi 
out, seizes Sahdtaf and the Professor — squeezing them, 

profe^ssor. What an unespected phenomenon ! The 
medium himself reacted upon! This never happened 
before ! Leonid Fyddoritch, will you watch ? It is difficult 
for me to do so. He squeezes me so I Mind you observe 
Grossmaa ! This needs the very greatest attention ! 



Fruits of Culture 207 

Tdnya Ihrorvi Ike peasants' paper on the table. t^ 

LEONID PYiDoRiTCH. Something has fallen upon the table. 

PHOFESHOR. See what it isl 

LEONfo rvAnoRiTCH. Paper ! A folded paper 1 

T&nya throtot a travelling inkstand on the tabU. 

leonId rviDoWTCH. An inkstand 1 

Tanya Ihronrt a pen. 

leonId FYiiDOBiTCH. A pen ! 

Simon roars and squeezes. • 

PROFESSOR [cn«A«(/] Wait n bit, wait ; a totally new mani- 
festation ! The action proceeding not from the mediumisttc 
energy produced, but from the medium himself! How- 
ever, open the ink&tanJ, and put the pen on the table, and '' 
he will write ! 

Tdnya goes behind Leonid Fyddojilch and strikes him im the 
head tvith the guitar. 

LKoNio fy6doritch. He has struck me on the head ! 
[E.Tamining table] The pen is not writing yet and the paper 
remains folded. 

PROFESSOR. See what the paper is, and quickly; evi- 
dently the dual influence — bis and Grossman's— bus pro- 
duced a perturbation ! 

LBONin FVdooRITCH [goes out and returns at once] Ertra- 
ordinary ! This paper is an agreement with some peasants - 
that I refused to sign this morning and returned to the I 

peasants. Probably he wants me to sign il ? 

PROFESSOR. Of course ! Of course ! But ask him. 

leonId fyAdoritch, Nicholas, do you wish . . . 

Tdn^a htocks tiuice. 

PROPEssoH. Do you hear ? It is quite evident ! 

Leonid Fyddoritcfi lakes the paper and pen and goes out. 
Tanya knocks, playt on the guitar and the accordion, and then 
creeps under the sofa. Leonid Fyddaritch returns. Simon ^ 
strdches iuTnself and coughs. 

leonJd FvinoRiTCH. He Is waking up. We can light 
tbe candlcB, 
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[kurriedly] Doctor, Doctor, please, his ptilse-^ 
and temperature ! You will see that a rise of both v 
appai-ent 

leonId fv6doritch {^lighis the candlea'^ Well, what do you J 
gentlemen who were sceptical think of it now ? 

DOCTOR [goes up to Simon and places Ikermometer] Now ' 
then my lad. Well, have you had a nap f There, put 
that in there, and give me your hajid. [Ijtoin at /as 
tvatc/i]. 

sahAtof [thrugging kin ghou/ders] 1 must admit that all 
that has occurred cannot have been done by the medium. 
But the thread ? . . . I should hke the thread explained. 

leonId fviSdoritch, A thread ! A thread ! We have 

been witnessing manifestations more important than a 

^thread. A 

SAHATOF. I don't know. At all events, Je riurve tmm ' 
amnion. 

FAT LADY [to SahAtof'\ Oh no, how can you say : "je 
riserre moa opinion? " And the infant with the little 
wings ? Didn't you see ? At Hrst I thought it was only 
an illusion, but aflerwards it became clearer and clearer, 
like a live . . . 

sahAtop. I can only speak of what I have seen. 1 did 
not see that^nothing of the kind. 

FAT LADY. You don't mean to say so ? Why, it was quite 
plainly visible ! And to the left there was a monk clothed 
in black bending over it . . . 

SAHATOP \moBet away. Ande^ What exaggeration ! 

PAT LADY [addressing tJte Doctor] You must have seen it ! 
IL rose up from your side. 

Doctor goes on counting pulse tvithoal heeding her. 

FAT LADv [to Grossman] And that light, the light around 
it, especially around its little face ! And the expression so 
mild and tender, something so heavenly ! [Smiles tenderly 
Kerself]. 

OKOssiuN. I saw phosphorescent light, and objects 



Fruits of Culture 209 J 

changed their places, but I saw nothing more than 
that. 

FAT LADv. Don't tell me ! You don't mean it ! It is 
simply that you scientists of Charcot's school do not be- 
lieve in a life beyond the grave '. As for me, no one could 
now make me disbelieve in a future life^no one in the 
world ! 

GroxsTiian moves amayfrom her. 

FAT LADV. No, HO, whatever you may say, this is one of 
the happiest moments of my life ! When I heard Sarusate 
play, and now. . . . Yes I ]^No imt listens lo ker. S/ie goeJ 
up to Simon] Now tell me, my friend, what did you feel ? 
Was it very trying P 

HiHon [laughi] Yes, ma'm, just so. 
FAT LADV. Still not unendurable? 

aiMov. Just so, ma'm. [To Ltoniit Fyddorilch] Am I to 
go? 

leonId Fv6DoniTCH. Yes, you may go. 
DOCTOR [to the Prqfaisor\ Ihe pulse is the same, but the 
temperature is lower. 

PROFKS80R. Lower ! [Coitsideri: ntrhile, then suddenly 
ilirincs the eonchis'um] It had to be so — it had to descend ! 
The dual inllueTice crossing had to produce some kind 
of retlex action. Yes, that's it ! 

iioNfo FvrttKiHiTCH. I'm Only siirry we had no com- 
plete niftteriali&ation. But still. . . . Come, gentle- 
nen, let us go to the drawing-room? 

FAT LAov. What specially struck me was when he 
flapped his wings, and one saw how he rose ! 

GROSSMAN [to Sahiilqf] If we hail kept to hypnotism, 
e might have produced a thorough state of epilepsy. 
The success might have been complete 1 

lhAtof. It is very interesting, but not entirely 
'• (.convincing. That is all I can say. 
Enter Theodore Ivanilch. 
utoNio fvAdoiutch [iiiHi jiii/ier in his hand] Ah, Theo- , 
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dote, wh«t ft remAfkable stance we have had i It tunu 
out that the peasants must have the Uad on their own 
terms. 

THBODOBa itAnitch. Dear me ! 

iMOVlD pv6dowtch. Yei, indeed. [Siomng paper] Fancy, 
this paper that I returned to them, suddenly appeared on 
^tile table I 1 have signed it. 

THEODoKE iVANiTCH. How did it get there ? 

LBONin rv^DORrrcu. Well, it did get there ! [Exit 
Theodore Ivdmtckjolhmi him out\. 

tInya \gdtfnim vnder the tt^a <md fm^Af] Oh dear, oh 
dearl Well, I did get a fright when be got hold of 
the thread I \Slmtik»\ Well, anyhow, it's all right— he 
has signed it ! 

£Mfer Gregory, 

ORKOOHY. So it was you that was fooling them ? 

tAnta. What business is it of yours ? 

ORBOoav. And do you think the missis will be pleased 
with you for it ? No, you bet ; you're caught now ! I'll 
tell them what tricks you're up to, if you don't let me 
have my way ! 

tAmta. And you'll not get jour way, and you'll not do 
me any harm ! 
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TKe tame mane om m Act I. The not dtq. Tivo tweried 
footmm, Theodon Ivdnitch and Gregory. 

wnuer roaTMAM [teitk gra/ whUkert] Your> is tbe third 
house to-day. Thank goodness that all the at-homes are 
in this direction. Yours used to be on Thursdays. 

THEODOBK iTANrrcH. Yea, we changed to Saturday so as 
to be on tbe same day as the Goldvkins and Cirade von 
Grabes . . . 

HcoND FOOTMAN. The Stchcrbilcoft do the thing well. 
Tjiere's refreshments for the footmen every time they've 
a ball. 

The taw PrtMceua, mother and daughler, come doum thr 
ttain accompanied bg Betty. The old Prhiceu look* m her 
note-book and at her tcaich, and tilt donm on the telltr, 
Gregory putt on her oi'erthoet. 

YouNo pRiNCESH. Now, do come. Because, if you refuse, 
and Dodo refuses, the whole thing will be spoilt. 

VKTSr. I don't know. I must certainly go to the 
Shoiibina. And then there is the rehearsal. 

YOUNO pRmcRss. You'll have plenty of time. Do, please. 
Ne notafaU patfaiu bond.^ F^dyn and Koko will come. 

BrrsY. J'en m pardettiu la liU de voire Koio.* 

votmo PR1NCK8S. I thought I should see him here. 
OrdinairenienI U at tTtme exactitude ... * 

arrsy. He Is sure to come. 

' Do not diBsppoint qs. 

* BETBT. I hsTD Diore thsD enough of jonr Koko. 

* lODKO FBUrcsBS. ... He i* lUDall; so mj pDnetual , , . 
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aawooMV. There is none at all. To-day I am ■ footman, 
and to-morrow I may be living no worse than they *re. 
Has It never happened that they've married footmen? 
I'll go and have a araoke. [£nJ]. 

SECOND FooTMAK. That's a bold young man you've got. 

THEODORE ivi(nitch. a worthless fellow, not fit Cor 
service. He used to be an office boy and has got spoilt 
I advised them not to take him, but the mistress liked 
him. He looks well on the carriage when they drive 
out. 

niUT rooniAN. I should like to send him to our Count ; 
he'd put him in his place ! Oh, he don't like those 
scatterbrains. "If you're a footman, be a footman and 
fulfil your calling." Such pride is not befitting. 

Petriilchef comet nmning donnutairt, aad iaket out a 



pmtfsTCHEF [deep in Ihoug/U] Let's see, my second is 
the same as my first. Echo, a-co, co^toa. [Enter Koko 
KUngen, aearing Mt ptnce-Ncs] Ko-ko, co-coa. Cocoa 
tin, where do you spring from i 

KOKO klInobn. From the StcherbtUcofs. You are always 
playing the fool . . . 

PETRfsTCKKF. No, listcn to my charade. My first is the 
same as my second, my third may be cracked, my whole is 
like your pate. 

KOKO KiJNaEN. I give it up. I've no time. 

pnufsTCHEP. Where else are you going i 

KOKO kiJnoen. Where? Of course to the Ivins, to 
practise for the concert Then to the Shodbins, and then 
to the rehearsal. You'll be there too, won't you ? 

psTRfsTCHxr. Most certainly. At the re-ber-Sall and 
also at the re-her-Sariih. Why, at first I was a savage, 
and now I am both a savage and a general. 

KOKO klInoen. How did yesterday's stance go off? 

pttrIstchep. Screamingly funny I There was a peasant, 
and above all, it was all In the dark. Vovo cried like an 
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infant, the Professor defined, and Milrya Vasllevna refined. 
Such a lark ! You ought to have been there. ~ 

EOKO KLiNOEN. I'm afraid, man cher. You have a way 
of getting off with a jest, but 1 always feel that if I 
say a word, they'll construe it into a proposal. Et fa ne 
marriaige pas du lout, dii tout. Mais dii tout, du toot ! 

PKTRfeTCUBF. Instead of a proposal, make s proposition, 
and receive a sentence I Well, I shall go in to Vovo's, 
If you'll call for me, we can go to the re-her-Sarah ' 

KOKO KLfNOEN. I can't think how you 
such a fool. He is so stupid, — a regular 

PBTRisTCuBF. And 1 am fond of hjn 
but ..." with a love so strange, n 
path untrod shall be " , 

Belsy comes donm tvitk a 
Betsy. 

BETSY [shaking Koko's hand nilhoul turning towards Hm. 
To Lady] You are acquainted? 



1 be friends with 
.r blockhead ! 

r towards him the 
[Kril into Vovo's room\ 
1 Lady. Koko botes signi/icaiilly la 



: you not here 



. No. 

BET^Y. Baron Klingen. . . . Why 
last night? 

KOKO klJnoen. I could not come, I was engaged. 

BBTsv. What a pity, it was so interesting ! [Laiighi] You 
should have seen what manifestations wc had ! Well, how 
is our charade getting on ? 

KOKO KLfNOEN. Oh, the verses for man second are ready. 
Nick composed the verses, and I the music. 

BETsy. What are they ? What are they ? Do tell me ! 

KOKO SLfNOEN. Wait a minute ; how does it go ? . , , 
Oh, the knight sings: 

" Oh, naugfit so beaatiful as Datnre : 
The yruitUia sails by. 
Oh, naughty lass, oh, ruu^^ lass I 
Oh, nougU, oh noui/ht / Oh Be I " 

1 And that noD't snit me at all, at all ! Not at all, at all t 
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Ut>T. I tee, my lecond ii " nought," and what is mjr 
fintr 

KoKo KiiNOKN. M7 fint !■ AoTo, the name of ■ girl 
•avage. 

Bmnr. Aero, you see, is a savage who wished to devour 
the object of her love. \Laiigk$\ She goes about lamenting, 
and rings — 

"Hrappatita," 
KOKOKliNOEK [mfemqrit] — 

"Howcanlflght," . . , 
BVTsr [eUmet i»] — 

"Some one to oh«w I loBf, 
I ueklng go . . ." 
KOKO KiiNOKN — 



" No one to chaw can And." 
KOKO kiJnokn — 

"A raft sails bj,' 

BETSY— 

" It c«msth alf h ; 
Two general* npon it . , ." 
KOKO KLfNOEN — 

"Two generals are we t 
Bj fata'a batd deorea. 
To this Island we Bm." 
And then, the refrain — 

"Bj fata'a hard daarea, 
Tt> this Island wa Baa." 
lADY. Chantantf 
BETSY. But just think how silly I 
KOKO kUnoen. Yes, that's the charm of It I 
L&DY. And who is to be Aero i 

BETSY. I am. And I have had a costume made, but 
mamma says it's "not decent" And it is not a bit 
less decent than a ball dress. [7*0 Theodon Ivibulck] Is 
Bouidiei's man here ? 
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THEODORE IVANITCH. Ycs, hc Is Waiting in the kitchen. 

LADV. Wellj mjil liow will you represent Aeronaut ? 

UBTBY. Oh, you'll see. 1 don't want to spoil the pies- J 
sure for you. An revoir. 

LAUY. Good-bye 1 [7'% Awe. EmI Ladg\ 

BETav [lo Koka Klingen'\ Come up to mamma. 

Betsy and Kolto go vpslatri. Jacob enters from tenant^ \ 
quarter), carn/ing a Iraif mlh leacvjit, caket, ^., and guet ' 
panting acrosi the stage. 

JACOB [to tlie Footmeii\ How d 'you do? Howd'you do? 
[Footmen honi]. 

JACOB [to Theodore Iv<initch\ Couldn't you tell Gregory 
to help a bit! I'm ready to drop. . , . {Exit up the 
ftairs]. 

fiHST FOOTMAN. That IS 8 hard-working chap you've got 
there. 

THEODOHE ivAmtcii. Yes, a good fellow. But there now 
— he doesn't satisfy the mistress, she says his appearance ■ 
is ungainly. And now they've gone and told tales about 
him for letting some peasants into the kitchen yesterday. 
It is a bad look-out : they may dismiss him. And he it 
a good fellow. 

SECOND FOOTMAN. What peasants Were they ? 

TiiEoDORK iVANiTcLi. Peasants that had eume from our ^ 
Koursk village to buy some land. U was night, and they 
•lere our fellow-countrymen, one of them the father of 
the butler's assistant. Well, so they were asked into the 
kitchen. It so happened that there was thought-reading 
going on. Something was hidden in the kitchen, and 
all the gentlefolk came down, and the mistress saw the 
peasants. There was such a row ! " How is this," she 
says ; " these people may be infected, and they are let into 
the kitchen ! " . . . She is terribly afraid of this infection. 

Enter Gregory, 

THEODORE IVANITCH. Gregory, you go and help Jacob, 
I'll stay here. He can't manage alone. 




Fruits of Culture 
, He's awkward, that's why he 



217 

t manage. 



OREOORV, 

[M]. 

FIRST FOOTMAN. And what is this new mania they have 
got? This infection ! . , . So yours also is afraid of it f 

THEODORE ivAnitth. She fears it worse than fire 1 Our 
chief business, nowadays, ia fumigating, washing, and [/ 
sprinkling. 

FIRST FOOTMAN. I scc. That's why there ia such a stuffy 
smell here. [ffi/Zi ammaiion\ I don't know what we're 
coming to with these infection notions. It's just detest- 
able ! They seem to have forgotten the Lord. There's 
our master's sister. Princess Mosol6va, her daughter was 
dying and, will you believe it, neither father nor mother 
would come near her ! So she died without their having 
taken leave of her. And the daughter cried, and called 
them to say good-bye — but they didn't go ! The doctor 
had discovered some infection or other ! And yet their 
own maid and a trained nurse were with her, and nothing 
happened to them ; they're still alive ! 

Enter VaHli/ LeonUilch and PetrUh-litf'frmn Faglly Leonid- 
itch' » room, mnaking ngaretlen. 

pETRisrcHKF, Come along then, only I must take Koko 
— Cocoanut, with me. 

VAsfLY LEONiniTcii. Your Koko is a regular dolt ; I can't 
bear him. A hare-brained fellow, a regular gad-about I 
Without any kind of occupation, eternally loafing around I 
Eh, what > 

PETBisTC HKF. Well, anyhow, wait a bit, I must say good- 

vasIly LEONinrrcH. All right. And I will go and look at 
my dogs in the coachman's room. I've got a dog there 
that's so savage, the coachman said, he nearly ate him. 

PETRisTCHEF. Who ate whom i Did the coachman 
really eat the dog ? 

VAsfLY LEoNfniTCH. You arc always at it I [Pvit on out- 
door things and goea out]. 
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PETHfsTCHKr [Ifuwg/rt/ullif] Ma-kin-tosh, Co-co-tin. . . .1 
Let's see. [Goes upstairs]. 

Jacob runs acrost the stage. 

THEODORE ivANrrcH. What's the matter? 

JACOB, There is no more thin bread itnd butler, X\ 
said . . . [£ji<]. 

SECOND FOOTMAN. Aiid then our iDastcr's little son fellill, I 
and they sent him at once to an hotel with his nurse, and I 
there he died without his mother. 

y^HST FOOTMAN. Thej don't seem to fear sin ! / think ] 
(joa cannot escape from God anywhere. 

THEODORE ivAnitch. That's what I think. 

Jacob runs upttairs mih bread and huUer. 

FIRST FOOTMAN. One should consider too, that if we are 
to be afraid of everybody like that, we'd better shut our- 
selves up wilhm four walls, as in a prison, and stick there 1 

Enter Tdnya ; the bmv» to the Footmen. 

tAnya. Good afternoon. 

Footmen bom. 

tvInva. Theodore Ivanitch, I have a word to say to you. 1 

THEODORE IVANITCH. Well, wiiat ? 

tInya. The peasants have come again, Theodore Ivin-'l 
itch ... ' 

THEOUORB fvANiTCH. Well ? I gave the paper to Simon. * 

tAn^-a. I have given them the [wiper. They were that 
grateful ! I can't say how \ Now they only ask you to 
take the money. 

THEODORE iViiNiTCH. But whcFC SFC thcy f 

tjInya. Here, by the porch. 

THEODORE [vAnitcr. All right, I'll tell the master. 

tAnya. I have another request to you, dear Theodoi* I 
Iv^itcfa. 

THEODORE tvXNrrcH. What now ? 

tAnva. Why, don't you see, Theodore IvAnitch, I can't ^ 
remain here any longer. Ask them to let me go. 

Enter Jacob, running. 



Fruits of Culture 219 

TREODORB itAnitch [to Jooob] Wbat d'you want ? 

JACOB. Another utnorir, uid oranges. 

TKEODORi itAnitch. Ask the housekeeper. 

EMlJacoh. 

TBiODOHE ivkuncH [lo Tdnya] Hnw U that f 

TiNTA, Why, don't you see, my position is such , . , 

JACOB [nou n] There «re not enough oranges. 

TRBODORX tvANrrcH. Serre up as many as you've got 
[Eait Jocoi]. Now's not the time 1 Just see what a 
bustle we are in. 

TiNYA. But you know yourself, Theodore Ivinitch, there 
is no end to this bustle; one might wait for ever — you 
knowyourself — andmyaffairisforlife. . . . DearTheodore 
Ivinitch, you have done roe a good turn, be a Tather to me 
now, choose the right moment and tell her, or else shell 
get angry and won't let me have my passport' 

THEODORE iviNrrcH. Where's the hurry ? 

tAnta. Why, Theodore Ivinitch, it's all settled now. . . . 
And I could go to my godmother'sand get ready, and then 
after Easter we'd get married.* Do tell her, dear Theodore 
Ivinitch I 

THiODOBE nrANiTCH. Go away — this is not the place. 

An elderly Gertlleman comet domtuUnri, putt on overcoat, and 
goes ovtJhUomed by the Second Footman. 

Exit Tdnya. Enter Jacob. 

JACOB. Just fancy, Theodore Ivinitch, it'a too bad ! She 
wants to discharge me now 1 She' says, " You break every- 
thing, and forget Frisk, and you let the peasants into 
the kitchen against my orders I " And you know veiy 
well that I knew nothing about it. Tatyina told me, 
" Take them into the kitchen " ; how could I tell whose 
order it was f 

> EmplojBTs bave ofaarge of the wrvanti' pawporta, and In this 
way have a bold on them In oaaa of niioondDOt. 

* Sm footnota, p. 28. II fi emtomarj fOr peasants to muij just 
after Salter, bnt when ipring baa oome and tba Aald work bsgnn, 
no marriage* take place among them tlU antooui. 
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THSODOHB iviNiTcii. Did the mistress speak to you t 

. She's just spoken. Do speak up for me, Theodore ■ 
Ivinitch I You see, my people in the cooiitry are only 
just getting on their feet, and suppose I lose my place, 
when shall 1 get another ? Theodore Ivanitcli, do, please ! 
Anna Pdvlovna comes daien nilk ihe old Counteu, tvhom she 
u Meeing off. The Countess has false leel/i and hair. The First 
Footman kelpt Ike Covnlesx into her oiildoor things. 

ANNA PitvLovNA. Oh, most certainly, of course ! I am so 
deeply touched. 

;sB. If it were not for my illness, 1 should come 
oftener to see you. 

, You should really consult Peter PetrtT^B 
itch. He is ruugh, but nubudy can soothe one an he doeSi..| 
He is so clear, so simple. 
COUNTESS. Oh no, I shall keep to the one I am used to,.J 

A pAvlovna. Pray, take care of yourself. 
COUNTESS. Merci, millefoi 

Gregmy, diz/ievetUd and excited, funi/is out from ihe st 
quarlers. Simon ajipears behind fiim in the daorivay. 
SIMON. You'd better leave her alone ! 

. You rascal ! I'll teach you how to fight, yoirl 



mean } Do y 



1 think y 



ANNA PAVwvNA. What do y 
a public-house ? 

s coarse peasant makes life impossible for 

pivLOVNA [prowjted] You've lost your senses. 
Don't you see ? [To Countess^ Merci, mi/lefoii 

Exeunt CoiaUeii and First Footman. 

ANNA PAVLovN* [to Gregory] What is the meaning aim 
this? 

■ OOUnTESa. Thank jon (for fonibospitality), athons&ndthankai.l 

.. Thank you (forooming to see us), a thonsald'J 

rt Tnendaj I 
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OKECioHY. Though I do occupy the position of a footmen, 
■till I won't allow every peasant to hit me; 1 have my 
pride too. 

ANNA pAvlovna. Why, what has happened ? 

OREOOKY. Why, this Simon of yours has got so brave, 
sitting with the gentlemen, that he wants to fight! 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Why ? What for ? 

OREOOKV. Heaven only knows ! 

ANNA PAVLOVNA [to .S'lBKHi] What is the meaning of it ? 

SIMON. Why does he bother her ? 

ANN* PAVLOVNA. What has happened ? 

SIMON [jbiiVm] Well, you see, he is always catching hold 
of Tilnya, the lady's-maid, and she won't have it. Well, 
so I just moved him aside n hit, just so, with my hnnd. 

iinRTiORV. A nice tittle bit! He's almost caved my ribs 
in, and has torn my dress-coat, and he says, " The same 
power as came over me yesterday cumes on me again," and 
he begins to s<)ueeze me. 

I [to Simon] How dare you fight in my 



TiiKonoRE iVitNiTCH. May I explain it to you, ma'am ? 
1 must tell you Simon is not indilferent to Tfinya, and 
is engaged to her. And Gregory — one must admit the 
tnith^does not behave properly, nor honestly, to her. 
Well, so I suppose Simon got angry with him. 

anEooRV. Not at all ! It is all his spite, because 1 have 
discovered their trickery. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. What trickery ? 

otucooHV. Why, at the seance. All those things, last 
night,— it was not Simon but Tanya who did them I 1 saw 
her getting out from under the sofa with my own eyes. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. What is that .' From under the sofa ? v 

OHEOOHV. I give you my word of honour. And it was ' 
she who threw the paper on the table. If it had not 
been for her the paper would not have been signed, nor 
the land sold to the |>easants. 
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ANNA PiivLovNA. And you saw it yourself? 

GBEooRr. With my own eyes. Sliall I call her t She'U 1 
not deny it. 

ANNA pAvlovna, Yes, call her. 

Exit Gregory. 

Noise behind the scenes. The voice of the Doorkeeper, 
" No, no, yoa cannot." Doorkeeper is teen at the Jront door, 
the three PeaaanU rush m past him, the Second PeataiU_firtt ; 
the Third one stumhles, fnlU on his nose, and ctilrhes hold 
ofil. 

, You must not go in ! 

. Where's the harm ? We are not doing 1 
anything wrong. We only wish to pay the money ! 

FIRST i-EASANT. Thai's just it ; a.s by laying on the signa- 
ture the affair is come to a conclusion, we only wish to , 
make payment with thanks. 

anna pavlovna. Wait a bit with your thanks. It was all 
done by fraud ! It is not settled yet. Not sold yet. . . . 
l^onfd. . . , Call Leonid Fyiidoritch. [F..rit Doorkeeper\ 

Lamld Fi/6dorilch enters, but, seeing his nife and the P\ 
siinls, wishes to relreiU. 

anna PiVLOvNi*. No, no, come here, please ! I told y 
the land must not be sold on credit, and everybody 
told you so, but you let yoursell be deceived like the 
veriest bloekhc.id. 

LEONID FyoooRiTCH. How ? 1 rfon't Understand who ii 
deceiving ? 

ANNA pAvloyna. You ought to be ashamed of yourself ! 
Vou have grey hair, and you let yourself be deceived and 
laughed at like n silly boy. You grudge your son some 
three hundred roubles which his social position demands, 
and let yourself be tricked of thousands — like a fool ! 

LEONJD FYdnoBiTCB. Now come, Annette, try to be 

FmsT FEASANT. We are only come about the acceptation 
of the sum, for example , . . 
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THIRD PEASANT [taking out the monei/j Let ua finish the 
■natter^ for Christ's sake ! 

ANNA pAvlovna. Wait, wait I 

Enter Tdni/a and Gregoty. 

ANNA pAvlovna [angrili/] You were in the small drawing- 
room during the s^nce last night f 

TdTOfa lookt round at Theodore Ivdnilch, Leonid Fi/ddoritch, 
and Simon, and sight. 

ORBcoRY. It's no use beating about the bush ; I saw 
you myself . , . 

anna pAvlovna. Tell me, were jou there ? I know all 
about it, so you'd better confess ! I'll not do anytfaing to 
you. I only want to expose him [puiiUing to Leonid Fi/6dor- 
ifcA] your master. . . . Did you throw the paper on the 
Uble? 

TAm-A. I don't know how to answer. Only one thing, — 
let me go home. 

Enter Belai/ imobserred. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA [to Ltonid Fi/6dorilrk'\ There, you see ! 
You arc being made a fool of. 

tAnva. Let me go ho> 

ANNA piVLovNA. No, my dear! 
US a loss of thousands of roublei 
that ought not to be sold ! 

tAnya. Let me go, Anna PAv\o\ 

ANNA pAvlovna. No ! you'll have 
tricks won't do. We'll have you up before the Juslice of 
the Peace! 

DET9V [comes fonvard] Let her go, mamma. Or, if you 
wish to have her tried, you must have me tried too ! She 
and I did it together, 

ANNA pivi.ovNA. Well, of course, if i/ou have a hand in 
anything, what can one expect but the very worst results '. 

Enter the Professor. 

pRopcssoR. How do you ilo, Anna Pdvlovna > How do 
you do, Miss Betsy ? Leonid Fy6doritch, I have brought 



1 Pavloviui ! 

You may have caused 
s. I^nd has been sold 
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you a report of the Thirteenth Congress of Spiritualists at | 
Chicago. An amazing speecli by Schmidt ! 

leonId FvdDORiTCH, Oh, that is interesting ! 

ANNA PAVLovN*. I will tell you somethin/r much room I 
interesting ! It turns out that both you anil my Imaband 
were fooled by this girl ! Betsy takes it on herself, 
but that is only to annoy me. It was an illiterate peasant 
girl who fooled you, and you believed it all. There were 
no mediumistic phenomena last night ; it was she [pointing 
to Tdnya] who did it ! 

1 \talnng off his overcoat'] What do you mean ? 
mean that it was she who, in the 
dark, played on the guitar and beat my husband on the 
head and performed all your idiotic tricks- — and she has \f 
just confessed ! 

PROFESSOR {aniling\ What does that prove ? 

ANNA pAvlovna. It proves that your medJumism is—- | 
tomfoolery ; that's what it proves ! 

PROFESSOR. Because this young girl wished to deceive, we 
are to conclude that mediumism is " tomfoolery," as you 
are pleased to express it.^ [SnuVcv] A curious conclusion I 
Very possibly this young girl may have wished to deceive : 
that often occurs. She may even have done something; 
hut then, what she did — sht did. But the manifesta- 
tions of mediumistic energy still remain manifestations 
of mtdiutnislic energy ! It is even very probable that 
what this young girl did, evoked (and so to say solicited) 
the manifestation of mediumistic energy, — ^'iviiig it a 
definite form. 

ANNA PAVLOVN*. Another lecture ! 

CROPKSSOR [slcmlii] You say, Aima Pavlovna, that this 
girl, and perhaps this dear young lady also, did si 
thing ; but the light we all saw, and, in the first case 
fall, and in the second the rise of temperature, and Grost- 
man's excitement and vibration — were those things alsoN 
done by this girl ? And these are facts, Anna Pavic 
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fiwU ! No I Aniu PivloTiu, there are thingi which must 
be investigmted and fully ufaderatood before they can be 
talked about, things too Krious, too seriouB . . . 

UCoiffD rvADORfrcH. And the child that Mirya Vaallevna 
distinctly saw i Why, I saw it too. . . . That could not 
have been done by thii girL 

ANNA pivLOVHA. You think younelf wiie, but you are — 
a fool 

uoNf D fy6doritcii. Well, I'm going. . . . Alcx^y Vladi- 
miritch, will you come f [Exit into hii tludi/]. 

pBomeoR [«A''>iggMg Aif ihoiUdertiJoUotvi] Oh, how far, 
how far, we still lag behind Western Europe ! 

EtUer Jacob. 

ANNA pAtlovna [J'oUoinitg LtoM Fyddoriick milk htr tyet] 
He hat been tricked like a fool, and he seea nothing I [To 
Jacob^ What do you want i 

JACOB. How many persons am I to lay the table 
for? 

ANNA pAtlovna. For how many t . . . Theodore Ivin- 
itch t Let bim give up the silver plate to you. Be off*, at 
once ! It is all his fault I This man will bring me to my 
grave. Last nigbt he nearly starved the dog that had 
done him no harm t And, as if that were not enough, he 
lets the infected peaaanta into the kitchen, and now they / 
are here again I It is all his fault ! Be off* at once I Dia- (' 
charge him, discharge bim ! [To Siimnt] And you, horrid 
peasant, if you dare to have rowa in my bouse again, I'll 
teach you ! 

SECOND PCABANT. All right, if he Is a horrid peasant there's 
no good keeping him ; you'd better discharge bim too, and 
there's an end of it 

ANNA I'XvLovNA [nhile lutmmg lo Um lookiat Third PeaMimt'\ 
Only look ! Why, he baa a rash on bis nose — a rash ! He Is ,/ 
ill ; he is a hotbed of infection 1 1 Did I not give orders, ** 
yesterday, that they were not to be allowed into the bouae, 
and here they are again i Drive them out 1 
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THEODORB ivAnitch. ThcD Are we 
money ? 
1 *NNA p^vuivNA. Their money ? Oh yes, take their 
Imoney; hut they must be turned out at once, especially 
^this one I He is quite rotten 1 

THIRD PEASANT. That's not just, lady. God's my wit- 
ness, it's not just I You'd better ask my old woman, let's 
say, whether I am rotten ! I'm clear as crystal, let's say. 

ANNA pivLovNA. He talks 1 . . . Off, oiT with him ! It's 
all to spite me ! . . . Oh, I can't bear it, I can't ! . . . 
Send for the doctor ! [Runt amat/, lobbing. Exii aUo Jacob 
and Gregofj]. 

T^NYA \to Betsif\ Miss Elizabeth, darling, what am I to 
do now ? 

BETSY. Never mind, you go with them and I'll arrange 
it all. [£«■(]. 

FiBST PEASANT. Well, your reverence, how about the 
ceplion of the sum now ? 

SECOND PEASANT. Let US Settle up, and go. 

THIRD PEASANT {Jumbling with the packet of bank-notes] 
Had I known, I'd not have come for the world. It's worse 
than a fever ! 

THEODORE ivANrrcH [to Doorkeeper] Show them into my 
room. There's a counting-board there. I'll receive their 
money. Now go. 

. Come along. h 

E rvANiTCH. And it's Tinya you have to thank J 
for it But for her you'd not have had the land. 

FIRST PEASANT. That's just it As she made the proposal, .; 
so she put it into effect. 

THIRD PEASANT. Shc's made men of us. Else what were 
we } We had so little land, no room to let a hen out, 
let's say, not to mention the cattle. Good-bye, dear ! 
When you get to the village, come to us and eat honey, i 

flEcoND PEASANT. Let me get home and I'll start brew- J 
kiK the beer for the wedding ! You will come ? 
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tjIkya. Yes, I'll come. 111 come I [Skrieh] Simon, this 
is fine, isn't it ? [£retmf PeataiUt]. 

theodohb ivAnitch. Well, TAnya, when you have your 
bouse I'll come to visit you. Will you welcome me? 

tAnya. Dear Theodore Ivinitch, just the name as we 
would our own father I [fmiracer and Idttet Am]. 



END OF "FBUm OF CVLTUBE. 
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CHARACTERS 



vtaii.YwnoB protIsov (f^va). 

IILISABVTH ANHKirBrKA PKOTiflOVA (u8A) 

MbHA. Their tm. 

ANNA PiVLOVNA. LitO** mOfilw. 

■ilsHA. Lita'i younger, unmarrted >w(«r. 

TICTOB I(IHi(tU>7ICH KAB^IH. 
ANMA niriTKiavNA KAR^IHA. 
PRIWCB BEBAIOT DmItRHVIOH ABItilKOV. 

HiniA. A gipeg girl. 

itIn maxIkovioh. An old gipey man. ) 

nabtjUia ivInovha. AnoUglpijiwinnan. i ' 






u.uiNi 



htXkrov. ^ 

BUTK^OH. > Fidya'i boon eott^atdon*. 
KomoTK6v. ' 
-, ivirr fbtb6viiih alkzIndbov. 
vozNadiiiKT. Kar^nin'* teentary. 

. PBTUSBK^V. iln ortiif. 

WATTES IN THE PBIVATB ROOM AT THE MMTAVRAir^ 
WAITKB IN A LOW-CLAM BBVTAI/KANT. 
UAHAOBR OF THE BAMB. 
POUCBMAM. 



jbyGoogIc 



The Live Corpse 



pcniL^BHiN. A lawyer. 



PRtTTjlBOVs' NUHSE. 
FBOTAfiOVs' UAID. 
AFR^Ov'g P00T1[AM. 



THE LIVE CORPSE 



ACT 1 

Scene 1 

fttrfrfwu'*' fiai iff Motcoie. The tetnt repretaUt a miai 
diniiig-room. 

Anna Pdvloma, a tUml greg-haired latfy, Ughllg laced, i 
tiUmg alone at the tea-tahU on rvhich u a tamovdr, Enlt. 
nurte, carrying a leapol. 

NuntE. May I have a little hot water, ma'am? 

ANNA pAvlovna. Yes. How's Baby ? 

NURSE. He's restless. . . . There's nothing worse thai 
for a ladj to nurse her baby herself! She has he 
troubles, and the child must suffer. What can her mill 
be like, when she lies awake crying all night? 

ANNA pAtlovna. But ahe seenis quieter now. 

NURSE. Quiet, indeed ! It makes one ill to see het 
She's been writing something, and crying. 

Enter Stitha. 

sAsHA [to Nurte] 1am is looking for you. 

NURSE. I'm coming, I'm coming, [£nt]. 

ANNA pAvlovna. Nurse ujs she keeps on crying. . . 
Why can't she control herself? 

sAsHA. Well really, mother, yoa are amaaing ! . . . > 

■ FroUHiv Is kli tamU; name, but tlie name by which ha I 
Dsaally addrMsed is F4d7a, ao abbrOTlation of his Christian name- 
Theodore. ThB oeremonionB form of address woohl be Tbeodor 
VatUjeriota. 
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woman has left her husbaad, her child'>i father, and you 
expect her to be calm ! 

ANNA PAVt-ovNA. Well, not calm . . . But what's done 
is done ! If I, her mother, not only allowed ray daughter 
to leave her husband, but am even glad she has done it, 
that shows he deserved it One ought to rejoice, not to 
gneve, at the chance of freeing oneself from such a bad 

sAsHA. Mother, why say such things? You know it's 
not true I He's not bad — but on the contraty, he's a 
wonderful man, in spite of his weaknesses. 

ANNA PAVU>VNA. Yes indeed, a " wonderful " man — aa , 
tjuon as he has money in his pocket — his own or other 
people's. . . . 

s.iauA. Mother ! He has never taken other people's ! 

ANNA pivLovNA. Yes he has — his wife's 1 Where's the 
difference ? 

SABKA. But he gave all his property to his wife ! 

ANNA PAvLovNA. Of course, when he knew that other- ] 
wise he was sure to squander it all ! 

aAsiiA. Squander or not, 1 only know that a wife muflt ] 
not separate from her husband, especially from such a 
one as Fedya. 

ANNA pivLOVNA. Then, in your opinion she ought to 
wait till he has squandered everything, and broiight his 
gipsy mistresses into the house ? 

sAsHA. He has no mistresses ! 

ANNA rivLovNA. That's the misfortune — he seems to 
have bewitched you all! But not me — no 1 He won't 
come over me ! I see through him, and he knows it. 
Had I been in Lisa's place I should have left him a 
year ago. 

SAsitA. How lightly you say it I 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Not lightly at aU. It's not a light 
thing for me, as a mother, to see my daughter divorced. 
Believe me it's not ! But yet it is better than ruining a 
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young life. , . . No, I'm thankful to God that she h 
at last made up her mind, and that it is all over. 

gisHA. Perhaps it's not all over ! 

ANNA pAvlotna. Oh ! If he only consentsto a divorce. . .. 

§jian*. What good will that do ? 

ANNA pAvlovna. This good ; that she is young, and may 
again be happy. 

BABHA. Oh mother ! It's dreadful to hear you speak so I 
Lisa can't love another. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Why not, when she's free ? Many a 
man a thousand times better than your Fddya might turn 
up who would be only too happy to marry Lisa, 

sAsHA. Mother, it's not right ! 1 know you're thinking 
of Victor Kar^nin. , , , 

ANNA pXvlovna. And why shouldn't I ? He has loved 
her these ten years, and she loves him, 

SAS11A. Yes, but not as a husband! They have been ! 
friends from childhood. 

ANNA pAvlovna. We know those friendships ! If onlj 
the obstacles were out of the way I 

Enter Maid. 

ANNA pAvlovna, What is it? 

MAID. The mistress has sent the porter with a note for 
Mr. Kar^nin. 

ANNA pAvlovna. What mistress i 

MAID. Our mistress — Mrs. ProUlsova. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Well ? 

UAiD. Mr. Kar^in has sent back word that he will 
come round at once. 

ANNA pAvlovna [twprued] We were just speaking of 
him ! Only I can't think why ... [to Sdiha] Do you 
know ? 

sAbha. Perhaps 1 do, and perhaps i don't ! 

ANNA pAvldvna. You always have secrets ! 

sAsHA, Lisa will tell you herself when she comes, 

ANNA pAvlovna [ihaia her head. To Maid] The 
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samovar must be made to boil again. Take it, Doun- | 

Moid lake.1 namaviir, and exit. 

ANNA PilvLovNA [to Sdiha mho kat rum aitd it going OHf] i 
It turns out just as I told you ! She sent for him at \ 
once. . . , 

8ASHA. She may have sent far him for quite a different I 

ANNA PAVLovNA. What for, then ? I 

sAsHA. Now, at this moment, Kar^nin b the same to 
her as old Nurse Trifonovna. 

ANNA pivLovNA. Well, you'll see. . . . Don't I know 
her ? She has sent for him to comfort her. 

HASHA. Oh mother, how little you know her, to be able 
to suppose . . . ! 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Well, we'll see ! . . . And I am very, 
very glad. 

sisHA. We thall see ! [^Exil, humming a lune]. 

ANNA pAvldvna [alone, thakes her head and mutteTt\ It's , 
all right, it's all right ! 

Enter Maid. 

MAID. Mr. Kar^Din has come. 

anna PiivLovNA. Weil then, show him in, and tell your 
mistress. 

Maid exit by inner door. Enter Karhiin, who boats to 
Anna Pdvlmma. 

KARfisiN. Your daughter wrote to me to come. I 
meant to come and see you to-night, anyhow. So I was 
very pleased ... Is Elisabeth Andriyevna ' well ? 

ANNA pAvlovna. Yes, she is well, but Baby is a bit rest- 
less. She will be here directly. [In a tneUmclioly voice\ 
Ah yes ! It is a sad time, . . . But you know all about 
it, don't you ? 

kar£nin. I do. I was here, you know, the day before 

> Elisabeth Aiidi6;evDa is the poliCo na; of apeakiog of MnL 
PiotdtOTa, Dtherwise Lisa. 
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yesterday, when his letter came. But is it possible that 
everything is irrevocably settled ? 

ANNA rf,\LO\SA. Why of course I Naturally! To go 
through it all again would be intolerable. 

kar£nin. This is a case where the proverb applies ; 
" Measure ten times before you cut once." ... It is very 
painful to cut into the quick. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA, Of course it is; but then theirinarriage 
has long bad a rift in it, so that the tearing asunder was 
easier than one would have thought. He himself sees 
that, after what has occurred, it is impossible for him to 

KAR^NiN. Why so? 

ANNA pAvlovna. How can you expect it, after all his 
horrid goings-on — after he swore it should not happen 
again, and that if it did he would reuounce alt rights as 
a husbatid and set her perfectly free ? 

KAR^NiN. Yes, but how can a woman be free when she 
is bound by marriage ? 

anna pavlovna. By divorce. He promised her ft 
divorce, and we shall insist on it. 

KARi^NiN. Yes, but Elisabeth Andr^yevna loved him 



1, but her love has suffered such 
trials that there can hardly be onything left of it ! 
Drunkenness, deception, and infidelity . . . Can one 
love such a husband ? 

RAR^NiN. Nothing is impossible to love. 

ANNA pXvlovna. You talk of love! But how can one 
love such a man — a broken reed, whom one can never 
depend on? Don't you know what it came to , . .? 
[iMoh round at the door, and continuei Aurrierfty] All his 
affairs in a muddle, everything pawned, nothing to pay 
with! Then their uncle sends 8,000 roubles to pay the 
interest on their mortgaged estates, and he takes the 
money and disappears. Hb wife is left at home, witl 
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sick baby, waiting for him — and at last gets a note asking I 
her to send him his clothes and things ! 

KAR^NiN. Yes, yes ; I know. 

Enter LUa and Sdtha. 

ANNA pAvlovn*. Well, here is Victor MihAylovich,* 
obedient to your sununona. 

KAR^MN. Yes, but I am sorry I was delayed for a fev I 
minutes. 

LISA. Thank you. I have a great favour to ask of you, 
and I have no one to tuni to but you. 

KAR^NiN. Anything in my power ... 

LISA. You know all about . , . ? 

KAR^NIN. I do, 

ANNA pavlovna. Well then, I shall leave you \To J 
Sd3hd\ Come, we'll leave them alone. [£ni nrith Sd»ka\, 

LISA. Yes, he wrote to me saying that he considers j 
everything at an end . . . [iiraggUng leitk her lears^ , 
&nd I WAS hurt ! . . . and so . . . In a word, I consented j 
to break — 1 answered, accepting his renunciation. 

KARibitN. And now you repent ? 

LISA, Yes. I feel that I was wrong, and that 1 catmot 
do it. Anything is better than to be separated from him. 
In short — ^1 want you to give him this letter. . . . Please, 
Victor, give him the letter, and tell him . . . and bring 
him back ! 

KAH^NiN \surpmei\ Yes, but how? 

LISA. Tell him I ask him to forget everything, and to 
return, 1 might simply send the letter, but I know him : 
his first impulse, as always, will be the right one — but 
then someone will influence him, and he'll change his 
mind and not do what he really wants to. . , , 

KAR^NiN, I will do what I can. 

LISA. You're surprised at my asking ^ou t 

KAit^NiN. No. . , , Yet, to tell you the truth — yes, I 

am surprised. 1 

' The polite way ot nainiDg Hr. Har tfnjn, 
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LISA. But you are not angry i 

KARiNiN. Ab if I could be angiy with you ! 

LISA. I asked you because I know you care for hint. 

KAR^iN. Htm, and you too ! You know that. I am 
thinking not of myaelf, but of you. Thank you for 
trusting me t I will do what I can. 

URA. I know. ... I will tell you everything. To- 
day I went to Aftimov's to find out where he was. 1 
was told he had gone to the gipsies — which is what I 
feared most of all. I know be will get carried away if 
he is not stopped in time — and that's what has to be 
done. ... So yoult go ? 

kahAnin. Of course, and at once. 

LISA, Go ! . . . Find him, and tell hhn all ta forgotten 
and I am waiting for him. 

KARiNiN. But where am I to look for him ? 

uaa. He is with the gipsies. I went there my§et£ . , . 
I went as &r as the porch, and wished to send in the 
letter, but changed my mind and decided to ask you. 
Here is the address. , . . Well, then, tell him to return ; 
tell him nothing has happened ... all Is forgotten. Do 
it for love of him, and for the sake of our friendship ! 

KARiNiN. I will do all in my power 1 [Bomt, md erif), 

USA. I can't, I can't I Anything rather than . . . 
I can't! 

Enter Sdtha. 

bXsha. Well, have you sent' 

lita nadi affirmatmeb/. 

sAsHA. And be agreed i 

USA. Of course. 

aisHA. But why juBt Atm^ I don't understand. 

USA. But who else P 

sAiHA. Don't you know he is in love with you P 

USA. That's dead and gone. Whom would you haT9 
bad me send P ... Do you think he mU come back i 

sisHA. I am sure of it, because . , , 
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RUer Anna Pdoloima. SStia U tilaU. 

ANNA pAvlovna. And where is Victor Miliijlovich ? 

LiaA. He's gone. 

anna pAvlovna. Gone! How's that? 

LISA. I asked him to do something for me. 

ANNA pAvlovna. " Do S(»nethiDg ? " Another secret ! 

USA. It's not a secret I simply asked him to give a 
letter into FMja's own hands. 

ANNA pAvutvNA. Ftdytt ? What — to Theodore Vasflje- 
viAi 

LISA. Yes, to F*dya. 

ANNA pAvlotna. I thought all relations between yon 
were over ! 

LISA. I can't part from him. 

anna pAvlovna. What? Are you going to begin all 
over again ? 

USA. I wanted to, and tried . , . but I can't ! Anything 
you like — only I can't part from him 1 

ANNA pivu>VNA. Then do you want to have him back 
again? 

USA. Yes. 

ANNA pivLovNA. To let that skunk into the house 
again? 

USA. Mother, I beg yon not to speak so ofmy husband I 

ANNA pAvuivna. He ivat your husband. 

USA, No, he is my husband still. 

ANNA pAvlovna. a spendthrift, a drunkard, a rake . . . 
and you can't part from him ? 

USA. Why do you torment me ! You seem to want to 
do it. . . . It's hard enough for me without that 

ANNA pAvLovNA. I torment you 1 Well then, I'll go. I 
can't stand by and see it . . . 

LUa it tilent. 

ANNA pAvlovna. I seel That's just what you want — 
I'm in your way. ... I can't live so. I can't moke you 
out at all ! It's all so new-fimgled— first you make up 
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your mind to separate, then you Buddenly send for a mttn 
who is in love with you . , , 

LISA. Nothing of the kind. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Karenjn proposed to you . . . and you 
send him to fetch your husband ! Why ? To arouse 
jealousy ? 

USA. Mother, what you are saying is terrible ! Leave 

ANNA pAvlovna. Very well ! Turn your mother out of 
the house, and let in your rake of a husband ! . . . Yes, I 
will not remain here! Good-bye, then — I leave you to 
your fate ; you can do as you please 1 [Exit tlammng 

USA \drops into a cliair] 'I'hat's the last straw ! 
SASHA. Never mind. ... It will be all right; we'll 
soon pacify Mother. 

ANNA pivLoVNA [paiting through] Dunyisha! My 

SASHA. Mother, listen ! . . . [J'alloms her out mlk a 
significant glance to Ziiaj. 

Curtain. 



Scene 8 

A room m the gipnts' houie. The choir m tinging " Kana- 
iiela." FMyn in his thirt-aUevei is lying prone on t/ie sofa. 
Afrhnov tils astride a chair in JTonl of the leader of the choir. 
An officer sits at a table, em mkich are bottles a/champagne and 
glasses. A mutician is taking notes. 

AFB^MOV. Fidya, are you asleep ? 

FioYA [rising] Don't talk. . . . Now let's have " Not at 
Eve." 
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01P8Y LKADER. That won't do, Theodore Vasfl/CTich 1 
Let Misha sing a solo now. 

riDYA. All right! And then, "Not at Eve^" [Lie$ 
down again]. 

orFicER. Sing "Fateful Hour." 

oiPiY. All agreed ? 

AFR^ov. Go on ! 

OFFtCER [to mtukian] Have you taken it down t 

HUHiciAN. Quite impossible ! It's different every time. 
. . . And the scale is somehow different. Look herel 
[Bectoiu to a gipn/ leomait teko it looting on] Is this right? 

aiPSY. That's it, that's splendid 1 

FioYA. He'll never get it ; and if he does take it down 
and shoves it into an opera, he'll only spoil it ! . . . Now, 
Misha, start off! Let's have " Fate^l Hour " — take your 
guitar. [Sita, titt donm opposite her, and gazet ialo her 
eset]. 

Mdtha tuigi. 

F^DYA. That's good too ! Misha, you're a brick 1 . . • 
Now then, " Not at Eve " ! 

AFR^ov. No, wait! First, my burial song, . . . 

orricER. Why burial f 

AFR^ov. Because, when I'm dead . . . you know, dead 
and laid in my coffin, the gipsies will come (you know I 
shall leave instructions with my wife) and they will begin 
to sing " I Walked « Mile" . . . and then I'll jump out of 
mycofEn! ... Do you understand 7 [To the muticiaa] You 
just write this down. [To the gipsies] Well, rattle along 1 

Gipsies sing. 

afrAhov. What do you think of that? . , . Now then, 
" My Brave Lads " ! 

Gipsies sing. 

Afrimoe psticulaies and dances. The gipsies stmle and 
continue singing, dapping their hands. Afrimov sits donm mid 
the song ends. 
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oiPstES. Bmvo ! Michael Andriyevicb ! ' He's a real 
gipsy I 

rioYA. Well, nam " Not at Eve " ! 

Gijuiet ting. 

FAdya. That's it I It's wonderful , , . And where does 
it all happen — all that this music expresses? Ah, it'a 
fine I . . . And how is it maa can reach such ecstasy, and 
cannot keep it ? 

MUSICIAN [laUng nola] Yes, if s most original. 

riavA. Not original — but the real thing I 

AfR^ov [Jo gipiiet] Well, have a rest now. 

[Taia the guitar and nit dotm betide Kdlya, one of the 
giptiet]. 

MUSICIAN. It's really simple, except the rhythm. . . . 

p^DYA [toavet M* hand, goet to Mdtka, tutd tiU donm oh 
tofa betide her\ Oh, Misba, Mftsha I How you do turn me 
inside-out I 

MilsHA. And how about what I asked you for } 

rinvA. What? Money? . . . [Taket tome ohI of Mm 
trouter-pockH] Here, take it t 

Mdtha taught , tatet it, and Mdet it in her botom. 

rioYA [to the giptiet] Who can make it out? She opens 
heaven for me, and then asks for money to buy scents 
with ! [To Mdtka\ Why, you don't in the least under- 
Btand what you're doing I 

HisHA. Not understand indeed! I understand that 
when I am in love, I try to please my man, and sing all 
the better. 

FinvA. Do you love me ? 

mAbha. Looks like it I 

F^nvA. Wonder&l I [Kittet her\. 

Exeunt mott of the giptiet. Some couplet remain : Fidya 
with Mdtha, Afrimae milk Kdtya, and the officer mth Gdtha. 
The mutiaoH writtt. A gipty man ttnimt a valte tune on the 

> Th9 polite way of addnsring Hr. Abtmat. 
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rioYA. But I'm married, and your cboir won't allow 
it . . . 

MisHA. The choir ii one thing, one's heart's another ! 
I love those I love, and hate those I hate. 

piDVA. Ah ! This is good ! Isn't it f 

mAbha. Of course it's good— we've jolly visitors, and 
are all menj. 

Enter gipty man. 

oiPSY [to FSd^a] A gentleman is asking for you. 

rioYA. What gentleman ? 

OIPSY. 1 don't know. , . , Well dressed, wears a sable 
overcoat — 

fAdva. a swell ? Well, ask him in. [Exit G^]. 

AFR^Hov. Who has come to see you here ? 

pAdva. The devil knows ! Who can wont me ? 

Enter Karitan. Looit round. 

F^DVA. Ah, Victor ! I never expected gou .' . . , Take 
off your coat! . . . What wind has blown you here? 
Come, ait down and listen to " Not at Eve." 

KAR^NIN. Je voudrmt votu parler Man* t^moint.^ 

wiDVA. What about? 

KAH^NiN. Je nnti de chez vout. Voire femme m'a chargf 
de cette lettre el pvi* . . .* 

piovA \taie* letter, rtadi, Jrornni, then tmiUt affection- 
ofa'y] I say, Kar^oin, of course you know what is in this 
letter? 

karAnin. I know . . . and I want to say . . . 

F^DVA. Wait, wait a bit ! Please don't imagine that I 
am drunk and my words irresponsible. ... I mean, 
that I am irresponsible I I am drunk, but in this matter 
I see quite clearly, . . . Well, what were you com- 
missioned to Bay ? 

KAniNiN. I was commissioned to find you, and to tell 

> I wanted to speak to yon alone. 

* I have dome from yoar home, Toor wits has entnurted ma 
with this letter, and besidM . . . 
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you . . . that . . . she ... is waiting for you. She 
asks you to forget everything and come buck. 

FEDVA [lulens in lilmce, gasing into KaTM«'t eyes] Still, 
I don't understand why jou . . . 

KAREMN. Elisabeth Andr^yevna sent for me, ftnd asked 

FEDVA. So , , , 

KARENitf. But I Bsk you, not bo much in your wife's 
name as from myself. . . . Oime home ! 

F^DYA. You are a better man than 1. (What nonsense ! 
It is easy enough to be better than I) ... I am a 
scoundrel, and you are a good — yes, a good man. . . , 
And that is the very reason why I won't alter my 
decision. . . . No ! Not on that account either — but 
simply because I can't and won'L , . . How could I 

kar£nin. Let us go to my rooms now, and I'll tell her 
that you will return to-morrow. 

FEDVA. And to-morrow, what ? . . . I shall still be I, 
and she — she. [Goes to the table and drinkt] It's best to 
have the tooth out at one go. . , . Didn't I say that if I 
broke my word she was to throw me over ? Well, I have 
broken it, and that's the end of it. 

KAR^NiN. For you, but not for her ! 

F^DVA. It is extraordinary that gou shoiiUl take pains to 
prtvent our marriage being broken up ! 

KAB^NiN [U about to speak, but MtUka comes u/i] . . . 

FEDYA [interrupting him\ Just hear her sing "The 
Flax ■'!... Misha ! 

The gipiiet re-enter. 

mAsha [mkispers] An ovation, eh ? 

FJDVA [laughs] An ovation! . , . "Victor, my Lord! 
Son of Michael ! " . . . 

Gipsiet ting a song of greeting and laudation. 

KARiMN [listens in confusion then asks] How much shall 
I give them ? 



I., Cool 




24*5 The Live Corpse 

F^YA. Well, give them twenty-five roubles.* 

KarinU givet the motteg. 

pfoYA. Splendid 1 And now, " The Flu I " 

Giptiet ting. 

rioYA [looii ratM^J Kar&im'B bunked! . . . Well, 
devil take him ! 

Gqwy group brtalu ap. 

fAdya [nit down 6y M4tha] Do you know who that was ? 

hAsha. I heard his name. 

F^YA. He's an excellent fellow! He came to take 
me home to my wife. She loves a fool like me, and see 
what I am doing here . . . ! 

hAsha. Well, and it's wrong I You ought to go back 
to her. . . > You ought to pity her. 

rioYA. You think I ought to? Well, I think I ought 

mAsha. Of course, if fou don't love her you need not 
Only love counts. 

F^DYA. And how do you know that ? 

uAsHA. Seems I do ! 

FioYA. Well, kiss me then ! . . . Now, let's have 
" The Flax " once more, and then finish up. 

Giptiet ting. 

F^DYA. Ah, how good it isl If only one hadn't to 
wake up I . . . If one could die so < 

* Abont £2, 10>. 
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Scene 1 

Two tvedu haee patted tince Act 1. Anna Pthilotma tmd 
Karima are ducoixred tiiltHg n Lita't dmmg-rooni. Enter 
Sdtka. 

KAR^NiN. Well, what news P 

SilsiiA. The doctor says there is no danger at preseot, 
aa long as he does not catch cold. 

ANNA pAvlovna. Ves, but Lisa is quite worn out 

sAsHA. He says it's false croup, and a very mild attack. 
\Pmnli lo a btukd}. What's that ? 

ANNA pAvlovna. Grapes. Victor brought them. 

KAmiNiN. Won't you have some i 

sAstiA. Yes, she likes grapes. She has become terribly 



KARiNiN. Naturally — after not sleeping for two nights, 
and not eating. 

sAsKA. And how about you. 

XAR^NiN. That's quite another matter. 

Etiier doctor and Lita. 

DOCTOR \imprettioely\ Yes, that's it. Change it every 
half-hour if he's awake, but if he's asleep don't disturb 
him. You need not paint the throat The room must 
be kept at its present temperature . . . 

USA. But if he again begins to choke ? 

DOCTOR. He probably won't, but if he should, use the 
spray. And give him the powders : one in the morning 
and the other at nighL I will give you the prescription now. 
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ANNA PilvLovHA. Have « cup of tea, doctor ? 

DOCTOR. No thanks. . . . My patients are expecting 
me. 

Siff down to the table. Sdiha bringM him paper mtd mk. 

iMk. So you're sure It is not croup ? 

DOCTOR [mufm|;] Perfectly certain! 

KAR^NiN [to lito] And now have some tea, or, better 
still, go and lie down I . . . Just see what you look 
like. . . . 

USA. Oh, now I am alive again. Thank you, you are a 
true friend ! [PntttM kit hand. Sdiha moves am^ mfg^lg] 
I am so grateful to you, dear friend I At such times one 
recog . . . 

karAnin. What have I done P There's really no cause 
at all to thank me. 

USA. And who stopped up all night i Who fetched the 
very hest doctor P 

KARiNiN. I am already fiilly rewarded by the fact that 
Mlsha is out of danger ; and above all by your kindness. 

LISA [pretMet hit hand agattt and laught, thoming him tome 
money in her hanil\ That's for the doctor; but I never 
know how to give it. . . . 

karAnin. Neither do I. 

ANNA pAvlovna. Don't know what? 

LISA. How to give money to a doctor. ... He has 
saved more than my Ufe, and I give him money ! It 
seems so unpleasant. 

ANNA pAvlovna. Let roe give it. I know how. It's 
quite simple. 

DOCTOR [ritet and handt the pretcripUon to Lita] These 
powders are to be well mixed in a tablespoon fiil of boiled 
water . . . [goM on talking]. 

Karinin tilt at the table drinking lea ; Sdtha and Anna 
PdoUnma come fortvard. 

sAsha. I can't bear the way they go on ! It's just as if 
she were in love with him. 
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ANNA PAVLOVNA, Well, can it be wondered at? 

SjisHA. It's (lisguating ! 

Doctor laket leave of everybody, and eiil. Anna Pdvlovna 
goet wilh him. 

LISA [to Karenm\ He's so sweet now ! As soon as evei 
he was a little better he at once began lo smile and crow, 
I mu.st go to him, but I don't like leaving yuu. 

KARiiuiN. You had better have a cup of tea, and eat 
something. 

LISA, I don't want anything now. I am so happy after 
^11 that anxiety ! . . . [Sobt\ 

You see how worn out you are ! 

, Would you like to have a 



[Exeunt]. 
■) Sdtha] What are you look- 
1 the money quite 



USA. I'm so happy! . . 
look at him ? 

KAH^NIN, Of course. 

USA. Then come with mc. 

ANNA pivLovNA [rriuming ti 
iiig so glum about? 
well, and he took it. 

sisHA. It's disgusting : She has taken him with her to 
the nursery. It's just as if he were her^^iuic^ or her 
husband. . . . 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Whatever does it matter to you ? Why 
need you get excited about it? Did you mean to marry 
him yourself? 

sAsMA. I ? Marry that pikestafl"? I'd rather mariy I 
don't know whom, than him I Such a thing never entered 
ray head. ... I am only disgusted that, after P^dys, 
Lisa can be so attracted by a stranger. 

ANNA PjtvLovNA. Not a stranger, but an old playfellow ! 
. Don't I see by their smiles and looks that they 



ilo< 



^? 



\ 



ANNA PAVLOVNA. Well, what is there to be surprised at 
in that ? He shares her anxiety about her baby, shows 
sympathy and helps her . . , and she feels gratefuL 
Bt'sides, why should she not love and marry Victor ? 
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sAeka. That woulti be (lisgustiiig — disgusting. . 
Enter Karfnm and Una. Karrnin sUenlltf lakes lem 
Sa*ha goes off angrily. 

LWA [to Anna PAvLovna] What's the miitter with her ? 
*NNA pAvlovna. I really don t know. 
Jisa sighs, and is silent. 

Cutiain. 



AJrfmw'x ailing-room. Glasses of wint on the table. 
Afrimoo, FMyaySiokhov {ikaggy), Buikfvick (close^skavm), and 
Korolkdo (a tuft-hunter). 

KonoTK6v. And I tell you that he'll be out of the r 
iiing ! La Belle Bois is the best horse in Europe. 
Will you bft ? 

stAkhov. Don't, my dear fellow. . . . You know v 
well tha.t nobody believes you, or will bet with you. 

rorotk6v, I tell you your Cartouche won't be in it! 

AfR^MOv. Stop quarrelling I Let me settle it . . . 
FAdya — he'll give you the right tip. 

FitDVA. Both horses are good. All depends on 
jockey. 

btAkhov. Gilsev is a rascal, and needs a firm hand tm] 
him. 

KonoTKdv [jAoatr] No ! 

FEDVA. Wait a bit— I'll settle your differences. 
Who won the Moscow Derby .' 

KonoTK6v, He did — but what of that? It was only 
chance. If Crakus had not fallen ill. . . . \^Etiter J'ootman]. 

AFH^mov. What is it? 

FOOTMAN. A lady hss come, and is asking for Mr. 
Protasov. 




A real lady ? 

im^, but she's a real lady. 
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AfR^ov. What is she like ? 

FOOTMAN. I don't know her 

APR^MOV. FMya ! a lady to : 

F^DVA [aariled] Who is it f 

AFR^Mov. He doesn't know, 

FOOTMAN. Shall I ask her into the dining-room? 

FEDVA. No, wait . , . I'll go myself and see. 

Exeunt FMya and footman. 

KonoTK^v. Who call it be ? It must be Misha. 

stiIrhov. Which M^ha f 

korotkAt. The gipsy. She's in love with him, like 






. What a darling she i 



, , ! And how she 



AFH^MOV. Charming ! Tanyilsha and she I Thej sang 
with Peter yesterday. 

stAkhov, What a lucky fellow that is I 

AFREMOV. Why ? Because the girls are all sweet on him ? 
Not much luck in that! 

kordtk6v. I can't bear gipsies — -nothing refined about 
them. 



BUTK^vicH. No, you can't say that ! 
KOROTK6V. I'd give the whole lot for 



French 



AFR^MOV. Yes, we know you — and your ffisthetics ! . . , 

I'll go and see who it is, [Ejrii]. 

stAkhov. If it's MSsha, bring her in here ! We'll make 
her sing. . , . No, the gipsies aren't what they used to 
be. Tanydsha, now — by Gad ! 

BUTKivicii. And I believe they're just the same. 

stAkhov. Just the same ? When instead of their own 
pieces they sing empty drawing-room songs ? 

butkSvich. Some drawing-room songs are very good. 

«orotk6v. Will you bet I don't get them to sing B 
drawing-room song so that you won't know it from one 
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vtAkhov. KorotkiSv always wants to bet ! 

EnUr Afrfrntn. 

APR^ov. I say, yon fellows, it's not Mislu— and there's 
no room he can ask her into but this. Let us clear out 
to the billiard room, [frnotfj. 

EMter FMya md Sdtha. 

sJBHA [cmfuttd] F6dya, forgive me if it's unpleasant — 
but for God's sake hear me ! . . . [Her voice iremblt$\. 

Fidya waUu up and doren lie room. Sdtha aU down, and 
foUoKt km with her a/ei. 

sAsHA. F&lya ! Come home I 

ntovA. Just listen to me, SAsha ... I quite understand 
you, Sisha dear, and in your place 1 should do the same 
— I should try to find some way to bring back the old 
state of affairs. But if you were me, if — strange as it 
sounds — you, dear sensitive girl, were in my place . . . 
you would certainly have done as I did, and have gone 
away and ceased to spoil someone else's life. 

sjIsha. Spoil ? How ? As if Lisa could live without you ! 

r^DYA. Oh, Sisha dear! Dear heart I . . . She can, 
she can ! And she will yet be happy — &r happier than 
with me. 

sAhha. Never! 

f£d¥a. It seems so to you [Taiet her hand] . . . But 
that's not the point The chief thing is, that / can't ! . . . 
You know, one folds a piece of thick paper this way and 
that a hundred times and still it holds together ; but 
fold it once more, and it comes in half. ... So it was 
with Lisa and me. It hurts me too much to look into 
her eyes — and she feels the same, believe me ! 

sisHA. Ho, no I 

FltnYA. You say "No," but you yourself know that it 
is "Yes"! 

sAsHA. 1 can only judge by myself. If I were in her 
place, and you answered as you are doing, it would be 
drcftdiull 
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F^DVA. Yes, for vo" . • ■ [Paiite; both are agjlaled], 

SA8UA [rM»] Must things ri.'ally remain so? 

t'EDVA. 1 suppose . . . 

sAsHA. F^dja come back I 

F^DYA. Thaiik you, S^ha dear ! You will always 
remain a precious memory to me. . . . But good-bye, 
dear lieart ! . . . Let me kiss you. yKUtet her Jbrehead]. 

SitsHA [agitated] No, I don't say good-bye, and I don't 
believe, and won't believe . . . F6dya ! 

F^DYA. Well then, listen ! But give me your word 
that what I tell you, you won't repeat to anybody — do 

sAsHA. Of course ! 

FKDYA. Well then, listen, Sisha. . . . It's true that I 
am her husband and the father of her child, but I am — 
superfluous ! Wait, wait — don't reply. . . . You think 
I'm jealous? Not at all! In the first place, I have no 
right ; secondly, I have no cause. Victor Kar^nin is her 
old friend and mine too. He loves her, and she him. 

SllsHA. No ! 

FiDVA. She does — as an honest, moral woman can, who 
does not allow herself to love anyone but her husband. 
But she loves, and will love him when this obstacle I 
[points la himtelf] is removed ; and 1 will remove it, and ' 
they shall be happy! [Iii» voice CrejiU)lei]. 

SASHA. Fidya, don't talk like that ! 

F^DYA. Why, you know very well that it's true ! And 
I shall be glad of their happiness, and it's the best I can 
do. 1 shall not return, but shall give them their 
freedom. . . . Tell them so. . . . Don't answer — and 
good-bye ! 

Kiiset her on the forehead, and operu the door for her. 

sAsHA. F6dya — you are wonderful ! 

F^DYA. Good-bye, goodbye ! . . . [Exit StUha}. 

FEDVA. Y'es, yes. . . . That's tlie thing . . . that's the 
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EnUrJholman. 

r^DVA. Call your master. . . . [Exitjbotman]. , 
it's true — it's true. 
Ertler Ajrcmou. 
F^DYA. G)mc along 1 
AFR^Mov. Have you settled matters ? 
f£dva. Splendidly! [Sing*] 

" And Bhe swore by ev'ry power . . ." 

Splendidly ! . . . Where are they all ? 
AFRiMov. They're playing billiards. 
F^DYA. That's right — we will too [5wgj] 



■' Rest bere, jatl ao boor , . 



Come along ! 



Scene 1 

Prince Ahrittov, a axly-ifear-old bachelor mlk moiutachet, 
a retired arm/ man, elegant, very dignified and melaneholy- 
looking. Anna Dndlrievna Karimna (Victor'* mother), ajijhf- 
tfear-old "grande dame" »ko triet to appear younger, and 
mtcrtpertet her remarkt mlk French exprettioni. 

Anna DmllrKvna'i titting-room, fumUhed wUk expennne 
timplicitif, and^Ued mth tottvenirt. 

Anna Dmitrietma it mriiing. Footman entm. 

FooTHAN. Prince Abr^kov . , . 

ANNA dhIthievna. Yes, certainly . . . \Twnt round and 
louchet herielfup before the iooking-glatt]. 

Enter AbrStkou. 

PRINCK AsnizKov. Tetpire que Je ne force pat la con- 
tigne. . . -^ [Kittet her hand\. 

ANNA DMfTHiBvNA. You know th&t txnw ilet loujottrt It 
bienvenu * — and to-day especially ! You got my note ? 

PRINCE ABRizKov. I did, uid this is my answer. 

ANNA DHfTRiEVNA. Ab, my friend! I begin quite to 
despair. II ett potilivement entorceUl* I never before 
knew him so insistent, so obstinate, so pitiless, and so 
indifferent to me. He has quite changed since that 
woman dismissed her husband! 

> I hope I am not (oroing mjMlf on yon. 
■ Ton on always wetoome. 
• H« is positlTdr bewitched 1 
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PRINCE ABH^sov. Wh«t «« the facts ? How do matters 
actually stand ? 

ANNA DHfTRiEVNA. Hc wKnts to maTTy her come what 

PRINCE ABoizRov. And how about the husband f 

ANNA dhItrievna. He agrees to a divorce. 

PRINCE ABRizKov. Dear me ! 

ANNA DMiTRiEVNA. And hc, Victor, tends himself to it, 
with all the abominations — lawyers, proofs of guilt — tout 
ga eH digoutant ! * And it doesn't seem to repel him. I 
don't understand him — he was always bo sensitive, so 
reserved . . . 

PRINCB ABRizKov. Hc is tu lovc ! Ah, when a man 
really loves . . . 

ANNA uHfTRiKYNA. Yes, but how IS it that in our day 
love could be pure — could be a loving friendship, lasting 
through life P That kind of love I understand and value. 

PRINCE ABR^Kov. Nowsdays the young generation no 
longer contents itself with those ideal relations. La pot- 
tetiion de fijnte ne Uttr luffil plut.* It can't be helped ! . . . 
What can one do with him t 

ANNA DufTRiGVNA. You must not say that of him — but 
it's as if he were under a spelL It's just as if he were 
someone else. . . , You know, I called on her. He 
begged me so. I went there, did not find her in, and 
left my card. EUe m'ajait demander tije ne pourrau la 
recevoir;* and to-day [lookt at the clock] at two o'clock, 
that is in a few minutes' time, she will be here. I 
promised Victor I would receive her, but you understand 
how I am placed ! I am not myself at all ; and so, from 
old habit, I sent for you, I need your help ! 

PRINCE ABR^KOv. Thank you, 

ANNA dmItrievna. This visit of here, you understand, 

I It Is aU dis^sting t 

* For tbem, to possesB tha soul is no longer enough. 

■ She Inquired wbetbar I woald iwelTe bar. 
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will decide the whole matter — Victor's fnte ! I mu'^t 
either refuse my consent — but how can I ? 

PRINCE ABRizKOV. Don't jou kuow her at all ? 

ANNA DMJTHiEVNA. I have iievcr seen her. But I'm 
afraid of her. A )^od woman could not consent to leave 
her husband, and he a good man, too ! As a fellow- 
student of Victor's he used to visit us, yoii know, and 
wa.s very nice. But whatever he may be, queU-que loietU lei 
lorU quit a eu vtM-d-vix d'ei/e,' one must not leave one's 
husband. She ought to bear her cross. What I don't 
understand is how Victor, with the convictions he holds, 
can think of marryinj; a divorced woman ! How often — 
quite latfly — he ha.'; argued warmly with Spitsin in my 
presence, that divorce was iiicompatible with true Chris- 
tianity ; and now he himself is going in for it ! Si elh a 
pu le c/iarmer A un lei point ' . , . I am afraid of her ! But 
I sent for you to know what yoa have tn say to it all, and 
instead of that 1 have been doing all the talking myself! 
What do you think of it ? Tell me your opinion. What 
ought I to do ? You have spoken with Victor .> 

FRINCB ABREZKOV. I havc I and I think he loves her. 
He has grown used to loving her; and luve has got a 
great hold un him. He is a man who takes things slowly 
but firmly. What has once entered his heart will never 
leave it again ; and he will never love anyone but her ; 
and he cati never be happy without her, or with anyone 
else. 

ANNA iimItribvna. And how willingly Virya Kaz4ntseva 
would have married him! What a girl she is, and how 
she loves him ! 

PRINCE ABREZKOV [tviiUng], Ceil compter mu» ton Ii6le/^ 
That is quite out of the question now. 1 Ihiuk it's best to 
submit, and help him to get married, 

' Howevtr ho may have wronged ber. 

' If she has been able to cliarm him to such a degrva . • ■ 

* That'll reckoDiDg wilhuut your botti 
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ANNA dhItrievna. To a divorced woman — and have him I 
meet his wife's husband ? . , . 1 can't think how yon con I 
speak of it so calmly. Is she a woman a mother could \ 
wish to see as the wife of her only son — and such a son ? 

PRINCE AUREZKov. But what is to be done, my dear | 
friend ? Of course it would be better if he married a 
girl wiiom you knew and liked ; but since that's impos- 
sible . . . Besides it's not as if he were going to mart^ a 
gipsy, or goodness knows who . . . ! Lisa Protasova is a 
very nice good woman. I know her, through my niece 
Nelly, and know her to be a modest, kind-hearted, affec- 
tionate and moral v 

ANNA nMiTRiEVNA. A moral woman — who makes up her ^ 
mind to leave her husband I 

PRINCE ABR^ZKOV. Thls IS uot like you ! You're unkind | 
and harsh ! Her husband is the kind of man of whom 1 
one says that they are their own worst enemies ; but he j 
is an even greater enemy to his wife. He is a weak, 
fallen, drunken fellow. He has squandered all his I 
property and hers too. She has a child. . . , How can 
you condemn her for leaving such a man t Nor has she | 
left him: he left her. 

ANNA OMiTRiEVNA. Oh, what mud! WTiatmudl And I ] 
have to soil my hands with it ! 

PRINCE ABR^ZKOV. And how about your relif 

ANNA dmItrievna. Of course, of course ! To forgive, I 
"As we forgive them that trespass against us." Maia, I 
c'eiC phu fort qui mot .' 

PRINCE ABR^Kov. How could shc live with such a man F 
If she had not loved anyone else she would have had to 
leave him. She would have had to, for her child's sake. 
The husband himself — an intelligent kind-hearted man 
when he is in his senses — advises her to do it. . . . 

Enter Victor, who kiitei his molher's kami and greets Prince 
Abrisioo. 

> Bat it's beyoDil n 
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VICTOR. Mother, I have come to say this: Elisabeth 
Andrijevna will be here in a minute, and I beg, I 
implore you — if you still refuse your consent to my 
marriage . . . 

ANNA DHfTRiEVNA [tntemtpling him] Of course I still 
refiise my consent . . . 

VICTOR [continues kit tpeech and jToinu] In that case I 
beg, I implore you, not to speak to her of your refusal ! 
Don't settle matters negatively . , . 

ANNA duItrievna. I don't expect we shall mention the 
subject. For my part, I certainly won't begin. 

VICTOR. And she is even less likely to. f only want 
you to make her acquaintance. 

anna DHixniEVNA. The one thing 1 can't understand is 
how you reconcile your desire to marry Mrs. Protisova, 
who has a husband living, with your religious conviction 
that divorce is contrary to Christianity. 

VICTOR. Mother, this ts cruel of you I Are we really so 
immaculate that we must always be perfectly consistent 
when life is so complex ? Mother, why are you so cruel 
tome? 

ANNA OMfTRiEVNA. I lovc you. I ilcsife your happiness. 

VICTOR [lo Prince Abrestov] Prince ! 

PHiNcE ABR^KOv. Of course you desire his happiness. 
But it is not easy for you and me, with our grey hairs, to 
understand the young; and it is particularly ditKcult for 
a mother grown accustomed to her own idea of how her 
son is to be happy. Women are all like that. 

ANNA dmJtrievna. Yes, yes indeed ! You are all against 
me ! You may do it, of course. Foiu iles majeur,^ . . , 
But you will kill me ! 

VICTOR. You are not yourself. This is worse than 
cruelty 1 

PRINCE ADBiZKOv [io Vtclor] Be quiet, Victor. Your 
mother's words are always worse than her deeds. 
' ToLt are of age. 
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ANNA dmIthievna, I shall tell her how I think and feel, ] 
but I will do it without offending her. 
PRINCE ABR^KOV, Of that I am sure. 
Enter footman. 
PRINCE ABR^zKov. Here she is. 

VICTOR. I'll go. 

rooTHAN. Elisabeth Andr^yevoa Protdsova. 
VICTOR. I am going. Please, Mother ! [Exii.. 

Prince AbrSgtov alto ritw. 
ANNA DMiTRiEVNA. Ask her ui. [7*0 Prince Abriztoit\A 
No, you must please stay here! 

PRINCE ABR^ZKov. I thought you'd 6nd a ttU-A-tHe | 

ANNA DufTRiEVNA, No, I'm afraid ... [h resllesi] If 1 
J want to be left tite-d-tHe with her, I will nod to you., 1 
Celadfpendra} . . . To be left alone with her may make it :J 
difficult for me. But I'll do like that if . . . [Makes a siffi\>, f 

PRINCE ABH^KOV. I shall understand. I feel sureyoo'l 
will like her. Only be just. 

ANNA DHiTRiEvNA. How you are all against me ! 

Enter JMa, in visiting dress and hat. 

ANNA DmItribvna [ruiRg] I was sorry not to find you in, | 
and it is kind of you to call. 

USA. I never dreamed that you'd be so good as to 
call. ... I am so gratefiil to you for wishing to see me. 

ANNA dmItrievna [pointing to Prince Abriskoe] You are i 
acquainted t 

pRtNOB ABB^Kov. Yes, Certainly. I have had the -J 
pleasure of being introduced. [They shake hands and sit i 
dorvnl My niece Nelly has often mentioned you to u 

LISA. Yes, she and I were great friends [glancing limidUf J 
at Anna DmUrievna], and we are still friendly. [To Am 
Dmilrievna] I never expected that you would wish to 



ANNA dhItrievna. I knew your husband well. 

' It will depend. 



He 
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friendly with Victor, and used to comi- to our house 
before he left for Tanib6v. I think it was there you 
married ? 

LISA. Yes, it was there we married. 

ANNA dmItrievna. But after his return to Moscow he 
never visited us. 

LISA. Yes, he hardly went out anywhere. 

ANNA DMiTHiEVNA. And he never intro<iuced you 
tome. 

[Arvtward nlence. 

PRINCE ABR^zKov. The last time 1 met you was at the 
theatricals at the Denisovs', They went off very well ; 
and you were acting. 

LISA. No ... Yes ... Of course ... I did act. 
[Silence agam\. Anna Dmitrievna, forgive me if what I 
am going to say displeases you, but I can't and don't 
know how to dissemble ! I have come because Victor 
Mib&ylovich said . . . because he — I mean, because 
you wished to see me, . . . But it is best to speak 
out [with a catch in her vmce'\ ... It is very hard for 
me. , , . But you are kind. 

PRiNci abr£eicov. I'd better go. 

ANNA DMfTRIEVNA. YcS, do. 

Prince Abreskov take* leave of both tuomen, and exit. 



JA. Listen, Lisa . 



am very sorry 



for you, and I like you. But I love Victor, 
one being I love in the world. I know his soul as I know 
my own. It is a proud soul. He was proud as a boy of 
seven, . , . Not proud of his name or wealth, but 
proud of his character and innocence, which he has 
guarded. He is as pure as a maiden. 

LISA. I know. 

ANNA DMiTRiBVNA. He has never loved any woman. 
You are the first, I do not say I am not jealous. I am 
jealous. But we mothers — your son is still a baby, and 
you — we are prepared for that. I was 
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prepared to give. Iiim up to his wife and not to be jealanflrfl 
— but to a wife as pure as himself . . . 

ANNA dmItrievna. Forgive me J I know it wa& not 
four fault, but jrou are unfortunate. And I know him. 
Now he is ready to bear — and will bear — anything, and 
he would never mention it, but he would suffer. Hi> 
wounded pride would suffer, and he would not be 
liappy. 

LISA. T have thought of tliat. 

ANNA dmIthievna. Lisa, my dear, you are a wise and 1 
good woman. If you love him you must desire his 
hapjiiness more than your own. And if that is so, you ' 
will not wish to bind him and give him cause to repent — 
though he would never sag a word. 

USA. I know he wouldn't I I have thought about it, 
and have asked myself that question. 1 have thought of 1 
it, and have spoken of it to him. But what can f do, 
when he says lie docs not wish to live without me? I ' 
said to him : " Let us be friends, but do not spoil your 
life ; do not bind your pure life to my unfortunate one 1 ** 
But he does not wish for that. 

ANNA DHiTiiiEVNA. No, not st prescuL . . . 

USA. Persuade him to leave me, and I will agree. I 
love him for his own happiness and not for mine. Only ' 
help me ! Do not hate me I Let us lovingly work 
together for liis happine 

ANNA DUJTRiEVNA. Ycs, ycs 1 I havc gTown fond of you. i 
[Kuset her. LUa criet] And yet, and yet it is dreadful 1 
If only he had loved you before you married . 

USA. He says he did love me then, but did not wish i 
to prevent a friend's happiness. 

ANNA DMiTRiEvNA. Ah, how hard it alt is ! Still, i 
will love one another, and God will help us to find what 

VICTOR [eafmng] Mother, dear ! I have heard eveiy- 
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thing i 1 expected this : you are foiid of her, and all 
will be well ! 

LISA. I am sorry you heard. I shoidd not have said 
it if . . . 

ANNA dmItiiievna. still, nothing is settled. All I can 
say is, tliat if it were not for all these unfortunate cir- 
cumstances, 1 should have been glad, [hissa her]. 

vicTon. Onl^, please dou't change I 



ScKNE S 

A plmattj furnished room ,- l>ed, table, lofa. FHya alone. 

A Icnoct at the door. A woman' i ivnce oviside. Why have 

you locked yourself in, Theodore V»silyevichf FWys! 

F^DVA [gets up and mtlocki door'\ That's right ! Thank 
you for coming. It's dull, terribly dull ! 

uAbha. Why didn't you come to us ? Been drinking 
again ? Eh, eh ! And after you'd promised I 

F^DVA. D'you know, I've no muneyl 

iti(aHA. And why have 1 taken it into my head to care 
for you ! 

F^DYA. Misha I 

HASHA. Well, what about " Misha, Misha"? If you 
were really in love, ytiu'd have got a divorce long ago. 
They themselves asked you to. You say you don't love 
her, but all the same you keep to her ! I see you don't 

f6dva. But you know why I don't wish ! 
hAsha. That's all rubbish. People say quite truly that 
you're an empty fellow. 
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FEDVA. What can 1 say to yiiu ? That your woHe hurtf 
me, you know without being toltl 1 

hAhha. Nothing hurts you I 

F^DVA. You know that the one joy I have in life i 
your love. 

wiaiiA. My ]ove — yes; but yours doesn't exist. 

f£dya. All right. I'm not going to assure you. Bt 
sides, what's the good ? You know ! 

KASHA. F6dya ; why torment me ? 

F^VA, Which of us tonnents ? 

mAsha [criei] You iire unkind ! 

F^YA [goes up and embraces her] Mash& ! What's it all | 
about? Stop that. One must live, and not whine 
doesn't suit you at all, my lovely one ! 

M^lanA. You do love me ? 

FiDVA. Whom else could I love ? 

mAsha. Only me f Well then, read what you have 
been writing. 

F^DVA. It will bore you. 

mAsu.a. It's you who wrote it, so it's sure to be good, 

rinvA. Well then listen. [Readii] "One day, late In 
autumn, my friend and I agreed to meet on the Murygia 
fields, where there was a close thicket with many young 
birds in it The day was dull, warm, and quiet. The 

Enter two old Spites, Mdtha's parent*, Jvdn Makdromck 
and Xasldsia Ivdnotata, 

nastAsia \steppitig up lo her daughter] Here yo\ 
then, you damned runaway sheep! \Tn Fidyd] My re- J 
spccts to you, sir! [To Mdska\ la that how you treat I 

rvAN [to Fidi/a\ It's wrong, sir, what you're doing! 1 
You're ruining the wench I Oh, but it's wrong . > 
You're doing a dirty deed, 

nastasia. Put on your shawl ! March at once ! . . 
Running away like this! What can 1 say to the choir? ^ 
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vith a beggar — what can 



A, I don't gsllivant ! I love this gentleman, that's 
k-e not left the choir. I'll go on singing, and 




all. r 

what , 

ivAn. Say another word, and I'll pull the hair olTyour 
head! , . . Slut! . . . Who behaves like that? Not 
your father, nor your mother, nor your aunt ! . . . If s 
bad, sir ! We were fond of you — often and often we song 
to you without pay. We pitied you, and what have you 

XASTilsiA. You've ruined our daughter for nothing . . . 
our own, our only daughter, the liglit of our eyes, our 
priceless jewel — you've trodden her into the mire, that's 
what you've done ! You've no conscience. 

rioYA. Nast&sia Iv&novna, you suspect me falsely. Your 
daughter is like a sister to me. I care for her honour. 
You must think no evil . . . but 1 love her I What is 
one to do f 

ivks. But you didn't love her when you had money! 
If you'd then subscribed ten thousand roubles or so to 
the choir, you might have had her honourably, 
you've squandered everything, and carry her off by 
stealth ! It's a shame, sir, a shame ! 

mAsha. He has not carried me off! I came to him 
myself, and if you take me away now, I shall come back 
again. I love him, and there's an end of it ! My love is 
stronger than all your locks . 

NASTAsiA. G>me, Mftshn dearest ! Come, 
Don't sulk. You've dor 

IV An. Now then, you'vt 
[Seizet her hand] Excuse us, i 

Enter I'liiwe AMzkov. 

PHiNcB ABH^Kov. Escuse 
ing witness of an mipleasant 
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fEOVA. Whom liave I the honour? . , . [Recogtiuet t 
Prince] Ah, Princf Abreikov! [Tha/ shah haaili]. 

Pttitics ABR^Kov. An unwilling witness of an unpleas- ' 
ant scene. I should have been glad not to hear, bat 
having overheard it, I consider it my duty to tell yoa so. 
I was directed here, and hud to wait at the door for those 
people to come out — more particularly as their veiy loud , 
voices rendered my knocking inaudible. 

v^DYA. Yes, yes^please take a seat. Thank you f 
telling me : it gives rac the right to explain that scene to 
you. I don't mind what you may tliink of me, but I 
should like to tell you that the reproaches you heard 
addressed to that gir), that gipsy singer, were unjust. 
That girl is as morally pure as a dove ; and my relations 
with her are those of a friend. There may be a tinge of 
romance in them, but it does not destroy the purity — the 
honour — of the girl. That is what 1 wished to tell you; 
but what is it you want of me ? In what way can I be ' 

PRINCE ASfi^zKov. In the first place, I . . . 

Ho\A. Forgive me. Prince. My present social standr ' 
ing is such, that joy former slight acquaintance with you ] 
does not entitle me to a visit from you, unless you bavB 
some business with me. What is it ? 

PRINCE ABH£ZKov. 1 wou't dciiy it, You have guessed I 
right. I have business with you ; but I beg you ta ] 
believe that the alteration in your position in n 
affects my attitude towards you. 

FiDVA. I am sure of it. 

PRINCE ae9h£zkov. My business is this. The sou of my 
old Mend, Anna Dmltrievua Kareuina, and she herself, 
have asked me to ascertain directly from you what are 
your relations . . . May I speak out p . . . your rela- 
tions with your wife, Elisabeth Andriyevna Prot&sova. 

F^DVA. My relations with my wife, or rather with her 
who iMM my wife, are entirely at an end. 
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PHiNce ABiiizKov. So I understood, and that is whj I 
accepted this difficult mission. 

F^DYjt. At sn end, and, 1 hasten to add, not by her 
fault, but by mine — by my innumerable faults. She is, 
as she always was, quite irreproachable. 

PRINCE AflRizKov. Well then, Victor Karenin, or rather 
his mother, asked me to find out what your inten- 
tions are. 

F^DVA [gromng excited] What intentions ? I have none. 
I set her quite free ! Moreover, 1 will never disturb her 
peace. 1 know she loves Victor Karenin. Well, let 
her ! I consider him a very dull, but very good and 
honourable man, and I think that she will, ss the phrase 
goes, be happy with him ; and — qtie le bon Dieu let 
bctuMe!^ That's all. . . 

PRINCE ABRizUOV. YcS, but WC . . , 

fEnvA \ijderrupUng\ And don't suppose that 1 feel the 
least bit jealous. If I said that Victor is dull, I withdraw 
the remark. He is an excellent, honourable, moral man : 
almost the direct opposite of myself. And he has loved 
her from childhood. Perhaps she too may have loved 
him when she married me — that happens sometimes ! 
The very best love is unconscious love, 1 believe she 
always did love him ; but as an honest woman she did 
not confess it even to herself. But ... a shadow of 
some kind always lay across our family life — but why am 
I confessing to you ? 

PRINCE ABE^KOV. Please do ! Believe me, my chief 
reason for coming to you was my desire to understand 
the situation fully. ... 1 understand you. I under- 
stand that the shadow, as you so well express it, may 
have been . . . 

FioVA. Yes, it was; and that perhaps is why I could 

not find satisfaction in the family life she provided for 

me, but was always seeking something, and being carried 

I Maj God bless Ihem I 
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away. However, that sounds like CYCusing myself, 
don't want to, and can't, excuse myself. I was (I say 1 
zs) a bad husband. 1 say maa, because 
m not, and have long not beeii, 
her husbutid. I consider her perfectly free. So there 
you have my answer to your question. 

PRINCE ABRizKov. Yes, but you know Victor's family, 
and himself too. His relation to EliEabeth Andr^vcvna ■ 
is, and has been all through, most respectful and distant. 
He assisted her when she was in trouble . . . 

F^DYA. Yes, I by my dissipation helped to draw them 
together. What's to be done ? It had to be so ! 

PRINCE ABR^ZKov. ^'ou koow the strictly Orthodox con- 
victions of that family. Having myself a brooder outlook 
on things, 1 do not share them ; but I respect and under- 
stand them. I understand that for him, and especially 
for his mother, union with a woman without a Church 
marriage is unthinkable. 

F^DVA. Yes, I know his stu . . , his strictness, hia 
conservatism in these matters. But what do they want f 
A divorce f 1 told them long ago that I am quite willing ; 
but the business of taking the blame on myself, and all 
the lies connected with it, are very trying. . . .• 

PRINCE ABR£:zKov. I quitc Understand you, and sympai- I 
thise. But how can it be avoided ? I think it might be j 
arranged that way — but you are right It is dreadful, ' 
and I quite understand you. 

FiDYA [prating the Pmice"* hand] Thank you, dear 
Prince ! I always knew you were a kind and honourable 
man. Tell me what to do. How am I to act ? Put 
yourself in my place. I am not trying to improve. I 
am a good-for-nothing ; but there are things I cannot d 
quietly. I cannot quietly tell lies, 

* Under tbe Rnsiian law divorce was only obtainable it ocniu 4 
evidence of adultery was faithcoming. and a great deal of perjnij J 
wat nBoaUy involTsd in aach oaseii. 
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PRINCE ABRizEov. I doo't understuid you! You, a 
oipable, intelligent m&n, *o senutive to what is good — 
how can you let youreelf be so carried away— ao forget 
what you expect of yourself? How have you ruined 
your life and come to this ? 

FioYA [forcmg back Uari of emoft'on] I have led this 
disorderly life for ten years, and this is the first time a 
man like you has pitied me ! I have beeu pitied by ray 
booD-companionB, by rakes and by women ; but a reason- 
able, good man like you . . . Thank you ! How did I 
come to my ruin f First, through drink. It is not that 
drink tastes nice ; but do what 1 will, I always feel I am 
not doing the right thing, and I feel ashamed. I talk to 
you now, and feel ashamed. As for being a Marshal de 
la HohUue, or a Bank Director^— I should feel ashamed, so 
ashamed ! It is only when I drink that I do not feel this 
shame. And musfc: not operas or Beethoven, but 
gipsies ! . . . That is life ! Energy flows into one's 
veins! And then those dear black eyes, and those 
smiles ! And %he more delicious it is, the more ashamed 
one feels afterwards. 

PRiNci ABRizKoT. How about work ? 

F^DYA. I have tried it, but it's no good. I am always 
dissatisfied with it — but what's the use of talking about 
myself' I thank you. 

PHINCB ABRizKOT. Then what am I to say i 

FinYA. Tell tbem I will do what they wish. They 
want to get married, and that there should be no obstacle 
to their marriage ? 

PRINCI ABRiZKOY. Of COUTSe. 

ptovA. rU do itl TeU them 1 will certainly 
doit. 

PRINCE ABRizEOv. But when i 

FioYA. Wait a bit Well, say in « fortnight Will 
that do? 

PRINCE ABEiZEOT. Then I may tell them bo i 
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wAdta, Yoa may. Good-bye, Prince! Thank jou 
mice againl 

rtDYA [»iitfor a long (mw aid tmiiet tilaitfy] That's the 
way, that's the way ! It must be lo, must be, must be ! 
Splendid! 
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A private room m a rataurant. A waiter thorn i» Fidya 
imd ItAn Petr&ack AlaSndrov. 

WAITER. Here, pleaae. No one will disturb 70U here. 
Ill bring Mine paper directly. 

itAn pbtrAvich. Protisov, I'll come in too. 

riovA [lerioutb/] If yoalike, bat I'm biuysnd . , . All 
right, come in. 

ni.s pmi6vicH. Yoa wish to reply to their demaods i 
I'll tell you what to say. I should not do it that way — 
I always speak straight out, and act with decision. 

F^DYA [lo MTotter] A bottle of champagne ! 

Exit waiter. 

rioYA [taiiMg out a reooher md puttaig it om the table] 
Wait a bit 1 

nis pitrAvich. What's that? Do you want to shoot 
yourself P You can if you like. I understand you ! 
Tliey wish to humiliate you, and you will show them the 
sort of man you arel You will kill yourself with a 
revolver, and them with magnanimity, I understand you. 
I understand everything, because I am a genius. 

rioYA. Of course — of course. Only . . . [Enter waUer 
witk paper aid ink]. 

rioYA [eoeen the revolver with a napkin] Uncork it — let's 
have a drink. [TAtg drini. Fidi/a mitet] Wait a bit I 

tyks ptthAvich. Here's to your . . . great journey 1 
You know I'm above all this. I'm not going to restrain 
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you I Life &nd death are alike to Genius. I die in life, 
and live in death. You will kill yourself that two people 
should pi^ you ; and I — I shall kill myself that the whole 
world may understand what it has lust. I won't hesitate, 
or think about it! I seise it [tnatchet revolver] — now! 
And all is over. But it is too soon yet. [i^* donm 
revoher'] Nor shall I write anything; they must under- 
stand it themselves. . . . Oh, you . . . 

rioYA [fmiing] Wait a bit. 

iViiN petr6vich. Pitiful people ! They fuss, they 
bustle, and don't understand— don't understand anything 
at all. . . . I'm not talking to you, I am only expressing 
my thoughts. And, after all, what does humanity need ? 
Veiy little — only to value its geniuses. But they always 
are executed, persecuted, tortured. . . . No ! I'm not 
going to be your toy ! I will drag you out into the open ! 
No-0-0 ! Hypocrites ! 

r^DYA [hatmg ^finithed wriiotg, drinki and reads over hit 
letter] Go away, please ! 

trks pktr6vich. Go away ? Well, good-bye then ! I 
am not going to restrain you. I shall do the same. But 
not yet. I only want to tell you . . . 

FioYA. All right ! You'll telt me afterwards. And 
now, dear chap, just one thing : give this to the manager 
\ffoet Am mon^i and ask if a parcel and a letter have 
come for me. . . . Please do ! 

ivAn petr6vich. All right — then you'll wait for me ? I 
have still something important to tell you — something tliat 
you will not hear in this world nor in the next, &t any rate 
not till I come there. . . . Ani 1 to let him have all of this ? 

rtoYA. As much as is necessary. [ErU Iviin Priroi'ieA.] 

Fidya tight with relief; locit the door behind Ivdn Petr6- 
vich ; laiet up the revolver, coctt il, putt il Iq hit temple; 
tkuddert, tmd carefulbf towert it again. Groant. 

FiDYA. No ; I can't ! I can't I I can't ! [Knock at the 
door] Who's there? 
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[Mdika't voice from otds'tde] It's me ! 

FioYA. Who's " rae " ? Oh, Misha . . . [open* doar\. 

vktiHK. I've been to your place, to Popov's, to Afrdinov's, 
ftiid guessed that jou must be here. \See» revolver] That's 
a nice thing ! "There's a fool ! A I'egular fool ! Is it 
possible JOU really meant to '( 

F^OYA. No, I couldn't. 

WASHA. Do I count for nothing at all? You heathen! 
You had no pity for me ? Oh, Theodore Vasilycvich, 
it's a sin, a sin ! In return for my love . . . 

F^DVA- I wished to release them. 1 jiromised to, and 
I can't lie. 

hAs^a. And what about me P 

viaYk. What about you? Il would have set you free 
too. Is it better for you to be tormented by me ? 

MAaiiA. Seems it's better. I can't live without you. 

KEUYA. What sort of life could you have with me? 
You'd have cried a bit, and then gone on living your 
own life. 

UASHA. I shouldn't have cried at all ! Go to the devil, 
if you don't pity me ! [Crte*]. 

F^DYA. MAsha, dearest ! I meant to do it for the best. 

MASHA. Best fnryourseiri 

FEDVA [«ii»/m] flow'.s thai, when I meant to kill 
myself ? 

M-isHA. Of coursi-, best for yourself! But wh.tt is it 
you want ? Tell me. 

t'EDYA. What I want? I want a great deal. 

mAma. Well, what? What? 

FiovA. First of all, to keep my promise. That is the 
first thing, and quite sufficient. To lie, and do all the 
dirty work necessary to get a divorce ... I can't ! 

MASHA. Granted that it's horrid — I myself . . . 

FEDYA. Next, they must really be free — ray wife and 
he. After all, they are good people; and why should 
they suffer? That's the second thing. 
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HisHA. Well, there isn't much good in her, if she's 

FioYA. She didn't — I threw her over. 

uAsHA. All right, all right 1 It's always you. 
angel ! What else ! 

F^DVA. This — that you are a good, dear girlie — and ] 
that I love you, and if I live 1 shall ruin you. 

MiisKA. That's not your business. I know quite well ' 
what will ruin idc. 

FEDYA [«^A*] But above all, above all . . . What use 
is my life .' Don't I know that I am a lost good-for- 
nothing ? I am a burden to myself and to everybndj — 
as your father said. I'm worthless. . . . 

hAsha. What rubbish! 1 shall stick to ; 
stuck to you already, and there's an end of it ! As to 1 
your leading a batl life, drinking and going on the spree 1 
— well, you're a living soul ! Give it up, and have done j 
with it ! 

r^DVA. That's easily said. 

mAsha. WeU, then, do it. 

F^DVA. Yes, when 1 look at you I feel as if I could 
really do anything. 

uAsha. And so you shall 1 Yes, you'll do it! [Set* 
Ike lelCer] What's that ? You've written to them P What 
have you written .■' 

F^DVA. What have I written? . . . [Tate* ike. letter and 
it about to tear it up] It's no longer wanted now. 

MABHA [snatclMi the lelier] You've said you would kill 
yourself? Yes? You did not mention the 
only said that you'd kill yourself? 

F^DYA. Yes, that I should be no more. 

MisnA. Give it me — give it, give it ! . . . Have you 
read fVhal to Do 9 

F^oVA. I think I have. 

mAsha. It's a tiresome novel, but there's one very, very 
good thing in it. That what's his name ?— Rakhminov — 



I., Good 




The Live Corpse 275 

goes and pretends he has drowned himself. And you — 

KiiDva. No. 

mAsha. That's all right Let me have your clothes — 
everything, arid your pocket-book too. 

p^DY*. How can 1 ? 

KASHA. Wait a hit, wait, wait! Let's go home; theu 
you'll change your clothes. 

F^DVA. But it will be a fraud. 

mAbha. All right ! You go to bathe, your clothes 
remain on the bank, in the pocket is your pocket-book 
and this letter. 

pinvA. Yes, and then ? 

HASH A. And then 
and live gloriously. 

Enier Ivdit Petr6vick. 

iviN PETBdvicK. There 
take it. 

hAsha, Take it; take it I We're off. 



Why, then i 



And the revolver? I'll 



SCENB 2 

The Prolatovi drawing-room, 

KAR^NiN. He promised so definitely, that I am sure he 
will keep his word. 

USA. I am ashamed to say it, hut I must confess that 
what I heard about that gipsy girl makes me feel quite 
free. Don't thiidc it is jealousy ; it isn't, but you know — 
it sets me free. I hardly know how to tell you. . . . 

KARENrN. You don't know how to tell me . . . Why? 

USA [smUiHg\ Never mind ! Only let me explain what 
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I feel. The chief thing that tormented me was, that £| 
felt I loved two men ; and that meant that I ^ 
immoral woman. 

KARENIN. You immoral? 

LISA. But since I knew that he had got someone elsQ^X 
and that he therefore did not need me, I felt free, t 
felt that 1 might truthfully say that I love you. Now | 
things are clear within me, and only my position torments 1 
rae. This divorce ! It is such torture — and then thte f 
waiting ! 

KARENIN. It will soon, very soon, be settled. Besidcaf^ 
his promise, I sent my secretary to him with the petitioir 
ready for signature, and told him not to leave till it is 
signed. If 1 did not know him ^o well, I should think 
he was purposely behaving as he does. 

LISA. He ? No, it is the resnlt both of his weakness 
and his honesty. He doesn't want to say what is not 
true. Only you were wrong to send him money. 

KAR^MN. I had to. The want of it might be the cause 
of the delay. 

USA. No, there is something bad about money. 

KAHENiN. Well, anyhow, he need not have been bo 
punctilious . . , 

USA. How selfish we are becoming 1 

KAHEMN. Ves, I confess it. Its your own fault. After J 
all that waiting, tliat hopelessness, 1 am now so happylJ 
And happiness makes one sellish. It's your fkultl 

LISA. Do you think it's you only ? I too — 1 feel fiill a 
happiness, bathed in bliss ! I have everything — 
has recovered, your mother likes me, and you — and abovill 
all, I, I love ! 

KARENIN. Ves? And no repenting ? No turning back f^ 

LISA. Since that day everything has changed iTi 1 

KARENIN, And will not change again P 

USA. Never I I only wish you to have done with it all 
as completely as 1 have. 
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Enter awm, tvith babg. JJta lake* the babif <m her lap. 

KAH^NiN. Wh&t wretched people we are t 

uiA [kunmg 6<i^] Wh; i 

KAR^NiN. When jou married, and I heard of it on mj 
return from abroad, and wm wretched because I felt that 
1 had lost you, it was a relief to me to find that you still 
remembered me. I was content even with that. Then 
when our friendship was established and I felt your 
kindneu to me, and even a little gleam of something in 
our friendship that was more than friendship, I was 
almost happy. I was only tormented by a fear that I 
was not being honest towards FMya. But no ! I was 
always so firmly conscious that any other relation than 
one of purest friendship with my friend's wife was 
impossible — besides which, I knew you — that I was not 
really troubled about that. Afterwards, when F6dya 
began to cause you anxiety, and I felt that I was of some 
use to you, and that my friendship was beginning to 
alarm you — I was quite happy, and a sort of vague hope 
awoke in me. Still later, when he became altogether 
impossible and you decided to leave him, and I spoke 
to you plainly for the first time, and you did not say 
" No," but went away in tears — then I was perfectly 
happy i and hod I then been asked what more I wanted, 
1 should have answered " Nothing " ! But later on, when 
there came the possibility of uniting our lives : when my 
mother grew fond of you and the possibility began to be 
realised ; when you told me that you loved and had 
loved me, and then (as you did just now) that he no 
longer existed for you and that you love only me — what 
more, one would think, could I wish for ? But no ! Now 
the past torments me ! I wish that past had not existed, 
and that there were nothing to remind me of it 

USA [rqmxickfulfy] Victor 1 

KAH^NiN. Lisa, forgive me ! If I tell you this, tt is only 
because I don't want a single thought of mine about 
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you to be hidden from you. I have purposely told you, I 
to show how bad I am, and how well I know tJiat I musta 
struggle with and conquer myself. , . . And noir I'vo] 
done it ! I iove liim. 

USA. That's as it should be. I did all I could, but iti 
was not I that did what you desired : it happened in my 1 
heart, from which everything but you has vanished. 

KAREMN. Everything? 

USA. Everything, everything — or I would not say 1 

EHUrfoolman. 

FOOTMAN. Mr. Voznes^nsky. 

KAREMN. He's come with F^dya's answer. 

UBA \to Kar6nin\ Ask him in here. 

RAHiNiN [riling and going to tkt door] Well, here is the \ 

LISA {pBU babjf to aune; aeii nune] Is it jwssible, 1 
Victor, that everything will now be decided.' [Kisi 
Karinin]. 

Enter FosneiSnsIni, 

kar£nin. Well?' 

vo2Nes£nbkv. He has gone. 

KAR^NiK. Gone ! And without signing the petition ? 

vozNESENBRV. The petition is not signed, but a letter ' 
was left for you and Elisabeth Andr^yevna [Takei leOer ' 
ottt of his jiocket and givet il to A'ori-ntn] 1 went to hii 
lodgings, and was told he wss at the restaurant. 1 went 
there, and Mr. Protisov told mc to return hi an hour and I 
should then have his answer. I went back, and then . , , 

KAR^NiN. Is it possible that this means another delay? 
More excuses! No, that would be downright wickedi 
How he has fallen ! 

USA. But do read the letter ! [Kar^in opens letter]. 

vozNEsiusKV. You do not require me any longer ? 

KARENiN. Well, no. Good-bye ! Thank you . , , 
[Pataei in atloniihmenl at he reads]. 

Exit Voznesenakij. 
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LISA. What— what is it i 

KAH^NIN. This is awful ! 

LISA [intra hold of Mier] Read ! 

KAUtoiN [reaih] " Lisa ;m<l Victor, I address myself to 
j-ou both. I won't lie and call you ' dear ' or anything 
else. I cannot master the feelitig of bitterness and re- 
proach (I reproach myself, but all the same it is painful) 
when I think of you and of your love and happiness. I 
know everything. 1 know that though I was the husband, 
I have — by a series of accidents— been in your way. 
Cat moi qui tuts Vintrju} But all the same, I cannot 
restrain a feeling of bitterness and coldness towards you. 
I love you both in theory, especially Lisa, Lisette ! But 
actually 1 am more than cold towards you. I know I am 
wrong, but cannot change. 

U8A. How can he . . . 

KAR^NiN \coniinHet reading^ " But to business ! This 
very feeling of discord within me forces me to fulfil your 
desire not in the way you wish. Lying, acting so dis- 
gusting a comedy, bribing the Consistoriuni, and all those 
horrors, arc intolerably repulsive to me. Vile as I may 
be, I am vile in a different way, and cannot take part in 
those abominations — simply cannot ! The solution at 
which I have arrived is the simplest : to be happy, you 
must marry. I am in the way ; consequently I must 
destroy myself. . . ." 

LISA [leiza Vklor's hand\ Victor ! 

KAR^IN [rearfj] "... must destroy myself. And I 
will do it. When you get this letter, I shall be n 

" P.S. What a pity you sent me money to pay for the 
divorce proceedings ! It is unpleasant, and unlike you I 
But it cun't be helped, I have so often made mibtakes, 
why shouldn't you make one ? I return the money. My 
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way of escape is shorter, cheaper, and surer. AU I ask is, 
don't be angry with me, and think kindly of me. And, 
one thing more — there is a clockmaker, Evginyev, here. 
Can't you help him, and set him on his feet? He's a 
good roan, though weak. — Good-bye, 

" FiDYA." 

USA. He has taken his life ! Yes . . . 

KARtoiN [ringt, and runt out to the hall] Call Mr. 
Voznes^iisky back ! 

LISA. I knew it ! I knew it t F^lya, dear PMya 1 

KARteiN. Lisa! 

LISA. It's not true, not true that I didn't love him and 
don't love him ! I love only him ! I love him I And 
I've killed him. Leave me ! 

Enier Vosnetfntky. 

KARitNiN. Where is Mr. ProUsov i What did they tell 
you? 

vozKBs^NSKV. They told me he went out this morning, 
left this letter, and had not returned. 

KAHtoiN. We shall have to find out about it, Lisa. I 
must leave you. 

LISA. Forgive me, but I too can't lie I Go now — go, 
and find out . . . 
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A dirty room ■» a loir-class restaimmt. A table, at which 
jKople lit drirtiMtg tea arid vodka. /» the foreground a small 
la/ile, at m/ach fill F/dt/a. lalUred, and nuich come dorm in the 
morlil. fVith him is PelushJcdv, a gentle, mild man mth long 
hair, oj' clerical appearance. Both are slighth/ drunk. 

PETUatiK^v. I uncle rata ml, I undtTst&nd. That is true 
love ! Yes ? Go on. 

F^DA'A. Well, jrou know, if a woman of our class showed 
such feeling and sacrificed everything for the man ahe 
loved. , . . But slit- was a gipsy, brought up to money- 
hunting, and yet she had this self-sacvificing love ! Gave 
everything, and wanted nothing herself! The contrast 
was so wonderful ! 

pBTusHKtiv. Yes, in art we call it "value." You can 
only get quite bright red by putting green round it. 
But tlmfa not to the point. I understand, quite unrfer- 

ptovA. Yes, and I believe the one good action of my 
life is that I never took advantage of her love. And do 
you know why ? 

i-ETUsiiK6v. Pity. 

f£dta. Oh no ! I never felt pity for her. What I felt 
for her was always rapturous admiration — and when she 
.sang! Ah, how she sang — and perhaps still sings! I 
always regarded her as far above me. I did not ruin her, 
simply because I loved her ; loved her truly. And now 
she's R good, happy memory ! \Dnnks\. 
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1 understand, I understand. 



It'a ' 



l'KTV8!IKlSv. 

r^DYA. I'll tell you something. 1 hare had 
passions, and once I was in love with a lady — very 
handstJme — uiid I loved her nastily, like a dog. She 
gave me a rendrs\>i>us. And I dill not go, because I i 
ttiouglit it was treating the husband shabbily. And it i 
strange that, even now, when I remember it I want to 
feel pleased and to approve of myself for having acted 
honourably, but I always repent as If I had committed a 
sin ! But in the case of Misha, on the contrary, I am 
always pleased — pleased that I did not pollute that 
feeling of mine. ... I may fall lower still, sell all I 
have on me, be covered with lice and sores — but this 
jewel ... no, not jewel, but ray of sunshine, is still with 
me and in me. 

fetushkAv. I understand, I understand! And where ii ] 



FEDVA. 1 don't know! And I'd rather not know. All 
that belonged to a different life; and I don't want to mix 
it up with this. ... 

A woman u heard screaming at a table behind. The 
Manager and a policeman come in and ial:e her out. F^dga 
and Petiuhtdv listen, and look on in silence. fVken all it ' 
ilttiet again, 

PETVshk6v. Yes, your life is astonishing. 

F^DYA. No, it's most simple ! You know, in the society 
in which 1 was boni there are only three careers oper 
a man — only three. The first is to enter the civil or J 
mihtary service, to earn money and increase the abomin»- 1 
tions amid which we live. That was repulsive to me. 1 
Perhaps I had not the capacity for it ; but above all it .1 
repelled me. Then the second is to destroy those 1 
abominations. To do that you must be a hero ; and I 
am not a hero. And the third is to forget it all by I 
going on the spree, drinking and singing. That h what J 
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I did. And this is what mj singing has brought me 
to ! [Dnnkt]. 

fETL'SHK6v. And what about family life? I ahould be 
happy if I had a wife. My wife ruined me. 

fiovA. Family life ? Yes, my wife was nn ideal 
woman. She is still living. But how shall I tell you? 
There was no yeast in it — you know, the yeast that 
makes the beer froth I Well, there was nothing of that in 
our life ; it was flat, and 1 wanted something to help me 
t« forget — and one can't furget when there's no sparkle in 
life. Theu I began to do all sorts of nasty things. And 
you know, we love people for the good we do them, and 
dislike them for the harm we do them ; and 1 did her 
much harm. She seemed to love mc . . . 

PETuaHK6v. Wliy do you say " seemed " f 

rioYA. I say it because there was never anything about 
her that made her creep intti my soul as MAsha did. But 
that's not what I meant to say. When she was pregnant, 
or nursing her baby, I used to I'anish, and come home 
drunk ; and of course, just because of that, 1 loved her 
less and less. Yes, yes I [in ectlati/'^ I have it ! The reason 
I love Masha is that 1 did her good and not harm. 
That's why I love her. The other one I tormented, and 
therefore I don't like her, . . . No, after all, I simply 
don't like her! Was i jealous.' Yes, but that loo is 

Eitler Artenu/ev, ivitk a cockade on hit cap, dyed moustaches, 
and old renovated clothes. 

ARTEHVEV, Wish you a good appetite! [Bonuf to Fddi/a] 
1 see you've made acquaintance with our painter, our artist. 

TEDVA [coW/y] Yes, we are acquainted, 

art£«yev [to Pettuhidv] And have you finished the 
portrait? 

PETttsHK6v. No, I lost the order. 

ARTiMYEV [tits down] I'm not 

Fidya aitd Petuihitie do mil an 
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1-ETtlSHK.iV. 

alxtut his life. 
abt6mvev. 
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Vasllyi-vich w 






Ecrets? Then I won't disturb you — g*™ 
on ? I'm sure I don't want you. Swine ! [Goes to next 
table and calls for beer. He lul.au all the time to Fidya't 
convertaiion wilh PHiuikkdv, and learn lotvanlt them mthoiit__ 
their noticing it. 

F^DYA. 1 (loti't like tliat gentleman. 

PETusHKdv. He was offended. 

FiDVA. Well, let liim be ! I cun't stand him. 
such a. fellow, mj words won't come when he is there^. 1 
Now with you 1 feel at ease, and comfortable. WeH 1 



what i( 



a I s 



petu8hk6v. You were speaking about your je&lousy. 1 
And how was it you parted froni your wife ? 

Fi^DYA. Ah! [Paiaea and confiders] It's a curioiuj 
story. My wife is married . . . 

PETuanK6v. Hows that? Are you divorced ? 

F^nvA [tmiUi] No, 1 left her a widow. 

petii8hk6¥. What do you mean ? 

F^DVA. I mean that slie's ii widow ! 1 don't exist. 

petushk6v. Don't exist ? 

F^DYA. No, I'm a corpse! Yes . , . [Arlimiiei! leant 
over, liileiiing] Well, you see — I can tell you about it; 
and besides, it happened long agu ; and you don't know 
my real name. It was this way. When I hud tired out 
my wife and had squandered everything 1 could lay my 
hands on, and had become unbearable, a protector turned 
up for her. Don't imagine that tliere was anything dirty 
nr bad about it — no, he was my friend and a very good 
fellow — only in everything my exact opposite ! And as 
there is far more evil than good in me, it follows that he 
was a good — a very good man : honourable, firm, self- 
restrained and, in a word, virtuous. He had known my 
wife from her childhood, and loved her. When she 
Hurried me he resigned himself to bis &te. But later. 
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when I became horrid and tonnented her, he began to 
come ofteoer to our house. I myself wished it. They 
fell in love with one another, and meanwhile 1 went 
altogether to the bad, «n<I abandoned my wife of my own 
accord. And besides, there was M^ha. I myself ad- 
vised them to marry. They did not want to, but [ 
became more and more impossible, and it ended in . . . 

petl'8hk6v. The usual thing ? 

FEDYA. No. I am sure ; 1 know for certain that they 
remained pure, He is a religious man, and considers 
marriage without the Church's blessing a sin. So they 
began aslting mc to agree to a divorce, 
had to take the blame on myself. It w 
necessary to tcU all sorts of 1 



Believe me, it would have been eas; 
life than to tell such lies — and I v 
then a kind friend came and said, 
arranged it all for me. 1 wrote i 



Lild hai 

ould have been 

and I couldn't ! 

ar for me to take my 

ishtd to do so, But 

"Why do it?" and 

farewell letter, and 



next day my clothes, pocket-book and letters were found 
on the river bank. I can't swim. 

pet('si]k6v. Yes, but how about the body? They did 
not find that l 

PEDVA. They did! Fancy! A week later somebody's 
body was found. My wife was called to identify the de- 
composing body. Sht^ just glanced at it. " Is it he ? " 
" It is." And so it was left. 1 was buried, and they 
married and are living in this towii, happily. And I — 
here I am, living and drinking! Yesterday I passed 
their house. The windows were Ht up, and someone's 
shadow crossed the blind. Sometimes it's horrul, and 
sometimes not. it's horrid when I've no money . . . 
[Drinks]. 

ARTEMVEV [approaches] Excuse me, but 1 heard your 
story. It's a very good story, and more than that — a 
very u!<eful one ! You say it's horrid when one has no 
money ? There's nothing more horrid. But you, in your 
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potdtioii, should always have money. Aren't you a corpse ? 
Well then . . . 

rioYA. Excuse me I I did not speak to you and don't 
want your advice. 

ART^YBV. But I want to give it ! You are a corpse ; 
but suppose you come to life again i Then they, your 
wife and that gentleman, who are so happy — they would 
be bigamists, and at beet would be sent to the less distant 
parts of Siberia. So why should you lack money f 

viDYK. I beg you to leave me alone. 

ART^YEv. Simply write a letter. I'll write it for you 
if you like ; only give me their address, and you'll be 
grateful to me. 

rioYA. Be off, I tell you ! I have told you nothing ! 

ARTduYEv. Yes, you have ! Here's my witness. The 
waiter heard you say you were a corpse. 

WAITER. I know nothing about it. 

rioYA. You scoundrel ! 

ARTiuYKv. Am i a scoundrel? Eh, police! I'll give 
him in charge ! 

F^ga ritet to go,bvi ArUnufeo koldt him. Enter poUcmum, 



The iwf-covertd verandah of a bungalom m the cotaUty. 
Anna DmUrievna Karimna. LUa (pregnant), nurie, and bog. 

LISA. Now he's on his way from the station. 

BOY. Who is ? 

USA. Papa. 

BOY. Papa's cmning from the station f 
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uak. Cett ffoKMiit comtne il taime, lout-i-Jiait cottune ttm 

ANNA DHhuiEVNA. 

vhHahle ? * 

USA [«^Aj] I never speak to him about it. I say to 
myself, " Why confuse him ? " Sometimes 1 think I 
ought to teli him. What is your opinion, Maman f 

ANNA DHrTRiEVNA. I think it is a matter of feeling, 
Lisa, and if you obey your feelings your heart will tell 
you what to say anil when to say it. What a wonderful 
conciliator <leath is I I coiifeSH there was a time when 
Fidya— whom I had known from a child — was repulsive 
to me ; but now I only remember him as that nice lad, 
Victor's frienil, and as the passionate man who sacrificed 
himself — illegaUy and irreligiously, but still sacrificed 
himself — for those he loved. On aura beau dire, taction 
etl belle* ... 1 hope Victor will not forget to bring the 
wool : I've hardly any left. [/fmVj]. 

LISA. I hear him coming. 

The sound of mhcels and bells is heard. Lisa rites, aad 
goes lo the edge of the veranda. 

USA. There's someone with him, a lady in a bonnet — 
It's Mother ! 1 have not seen her for an age. [Goet to 
the door]. 

Enter Karenin and Anna Pdvlovna. 

ANNA pivLovNA [kisses Lisa and Anna Dmifnnma] Victor 
met me, and has brought me here. 

ANNA dmItricvna. He has done well. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Yes, certainly. I thought to myself, 
" When shall I see her again ? " and kept putting it off. 
But now I've come, and if you don't turn me out I will 
stay till the last train. 

* It is Eurpriaiag how he lovei h'm — just aa it be i 

> Su much the better I Docs he remember hie real Father I 

* Saj what ooe Ukei — it is a One aotlou. 
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KAR^MN [kuret hit wife, mother, and ike boy\ D'3roa 1 
know what a piece of luck ! Gjugratulate nic — I hsrC ' 
two days' holiilay. ITiey'll be able to get on without me 
to-morrow. 

UBA. Splendid! Two days! It's long since we had 
tfaat ! We'll drive to the Hermitage, shall we ? 

ANNA pAvlovna. What a likeness ! Isn't he a strapping 
fellow f If only he has not inherited everything — his 
father's heart . . . 

ANNA DMJTHiEVNA. But not his Weakliest. 

USA. No, everything! Victor agrees with me that if' | 
only he had been rightly guided in childhood . . . 

ANNA fAvlovna. Well, I don't know about that; but id 
simply cun't think of him without tears. 

UBA. No more can we. How much higher he Btand^:| 
now in our recollection ! 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. Yes, I am sure of it, 

USA. How it all seemed insoluble at one time — and ] 
then everything suddenly came right. 

ANNA dmItribvna. Well, Victor, did you get the wool ? 

kariImin. Yes, I did. [^Brings a bag. and lakes oiit\ 
parcelg]. Here is the wool, and this is the eau-de- 
Cologne; and here arc letters — one "On Government 
Service " for you, Lisa yhands her a (eUer\ Well Anna 
Pivlovna, if you want to wash your hands I will show you 
your room. 1 must make myself tidy too ; it is almost 
dinnertime. Lisa, Anna Piviovna's room is the corner j 
one downstairs, isn't it ? 

Lisa is pale ; holds the letter in Iretiibling hands, a 

KAHENiN. What's the matter? Lisa, what is it? 
LISA. He is alive! . . . t)h God! When will he i 
lease me ! Victor, what docs this meaii ? [SoA*]. 
KARENiN [Takes ItUer and reads] This is dreadful ! 
ANNA DMiTRiEVNA. What is It? Whydoii't you telirae?1 
KAH^iN. It is dreadful! He's ahve, she's a bigan 
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and I a criminal! It's a notice from the Examining 
Magistrate — a, summons for Lisa to appear before him. 

ANNA dmItbievna. What a dreadful man ! Why has he 
done this ? 

KAR^iN. All lies, lies! 

USA. Oh, how I hate him! I don't know what 1 am 
saying . . . [Exit in lean. Karhtin follows Aer]. 

ANNA PAVLOVNA. How is it he's alive ? 

ANNA dmItrievna. All 1 know is, that as soon as Victor 
came in contact with this world of mud — they were sure 
to draw him in too ! And so they have, it's all fraud — 
all lies I 
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The room of an Eiamming Magulrale, mho »il* at a ti 
talking to Melnikov. At a side table a clerk is torling papert. 

EXAMiNiNo HAQiETRATB. But I nevcr said anything ot 
the kind to her. She invented it, and now reproaches me. 

M^LNiKov. She does not reproach you, but is grieved. 

cxAMiNiNa MAGISTRATE, All light, I'll comc to dinner. 
But now I have a very interesting case on, [To Clert^m 
Ask her in, 

CLERK. Shall I ask them both? 

EJtAMiNiNB MAoiarnATE [Jiniahet hit cigarette and hxdet i£\ 
No, only Mrs. Kar^niiiu, or rather — by her first husband 
— Protisova. 

MELNiKov [going out'\ Ah, Kar^nina I 

EXAHiNiNQ MAGISTRATE. Yes, it's a nasty affair. 
I am only beginning to look into it, but it's a bad busincn. J 
Weil, good-bye 1 [Exit Mdlnikac'], 

Enter Lisa, in black and veiled. 

EXAMiMNo MAGISTRATE. Take a seat, please. [PomOiftl 
a chair] Believe me, I much regret to have to questioq m 
you, but we are under the necessity . . . Pteose be caln^l 
and remember that you need not answer my questiooB.] 
Only, in my opinion, for your own sake — and in fact for^ 
everybody's sake — the tmth is best. It is always beat;, J 
even practically. 

LISA. I have nothing to conceal. 

EXAMININO MAGISTRATE. Well then [looii at paper] — ^yoi 
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name, position, religion — all that I have put down. Is it 
correct ? 

USA. Yes. 

EXAMiNiNo MABisTHATE. You are accused of coTitractJng 
a marriage with another man, knowing your husband to 
be alive. 

LISA. I did not know it 

EXAMiNiMQ UAOisTRATE. And also of having persuaded 
your husband, and bribed him with money, to commit 
a fraud — a pretended suicide — in order to free yourself 
of him. 

LISA. That is all untrue. 

EXAMiNiNo MAGISTRATE. Well thcu, ftllow me to put a 
few questions. Did you send him 1,300 roubles in July 
of last year ? 

LISA. It was his own money, the proceeds of the sale of 
some things of his. At the time 1 parted from htm, and 
when I was expecting a divorce, I sent him the money. 

tJCAMiMNG MAGISTRATE. Just SO ! Very well. That 
money was sent to him on the I7th of July, two days 
before his disappearance ? 

LISA. I think it was on the 17th, but I don't remember. 

EXAMININO UAOisTRATG. And why was the application to 
the Consistorium for a divorce withdrawn, just at that 
time — and the lawyer told not to proceed with the case t 

LISA. I don't know. 

EXAMINING MAGISTRATE. WcU, Bnd wheu the police 
asked you to identify the body, how was it you recognised 
it as your husband's ? 

LISA. I wM so excited that I did not look at the body, 
and I felt so sure it was he, that when they asked me I 
answered, "I think it is he," 

EXAMININO HAOI<>TRATE. YcS, yOU did llOt SCC WCll, in 

consequence of a very natural excitement. And now may 
I ask why you have senta monthly remittance to Saratov, 
the very town where your first husband was living ? 
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LIRA. My husband sent that money, and I cannot ^aym 
what it was for, as that is not my secret- ~ 
sent to Theodore Vasdyevich, for we were firmly convinceiI>| 
uf his death. That I can say for certain.' 

EXAMINING MAGISTRATE. Very well. Only alloi 
remark, madam, that the fact of our being servants of the 
law does not prevent our being men ; and beUeve me I 
quite understand your position and sympathise with you t 
Vou were tied to a man who squandered your property, 
was unfaithfiil — in short, brought misfortune. 

LISA. 1 loved him. 

EXAMINING MAoisTBATE. Vcs ; but Still the dcsirc to free 
yourself was natural, and you chose this simpler way, 
without realising tliat it would lead you into what is 
considered a crime — bigamy ! 1 quite understand it. 
The judges will understand too ; and therefore I advise J 
you to confess everything. 

LISA, 1 have nothing to confess. I have never lied. 4 
[Cne*] Do you want me any longer ? 

EXAHiNiNQ MAQisTRATE. I must ask you to remain here. J 
I will not trouble you with any more questions. Onlys'a 
kindly read this over and sign it. It is your deposition, f 
See whether your answers have been correctly taken down. ( 
Please take that seat. [Poinlt to an arinchair by the mndom. 
To C/ent] Ask Mr. Karinin to come iiL 

Enter Karhun, *tem and tolemn. 

ESAUiNiNO MAOisTiuTE. Pleust take a seat. ' 

KARiNiN. Thank you 1 [^Remains gtanding\ What do you | 

EXAMINING UAOIBTRATE. 1 havc to take youF depositioii. j 
KARi^NiN. In what capacity ? 

* Had TalBtoy lived to give a tloal reiition lo this play, he would ( 
probably have mado \t clearer that Karenin sent a monthly payment I 
totheclockmaker Evg^nyev, iDicspuDae to the request conlaiiiedia \ 
the last letter FMya addressed to Liaa and hiniself ; and that thia J 
iQODey fonnd it* way to YtAja. 
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EXAHiNiNQ NAOisTiuTt: [smiUng] I, in the caipacity of j 
Examiuing Magistrate, am obliged to question you iii 
capacity of an accused person, 

KARi^iN. Indeed! Accused of what ^ 

EXAHiNiNo MAGISTRATE. Of marrjiiig a woman whose 
husband was alive. However, allow me to question you 
properly. Kindly sit down. 

KAH^iN. Thank you. 

EXAHININO HAOtsTRATE. Youroamc? 

KAR^iN. Victor Kar^nin. 

EXAMiNmo HAOisTRATE. Your calling P 

KAR^NiN. Chamberlain and Alembcr of Council. 

KXAMIHINO MAOISTBATe. Age? 

KAniNlN. Thirty-eight 

EXAHiNiNa MAGISTRATE. Religion ? 

KAK^MN. Orthodox ; and 1 have never before been 
tried or questioned I Well ? 

EXAMINING MAGISTRATE. Did you kaow that Theodore 
Vasdyevicb Protisov was alive when you married his wife ? 

KAREMN. I did not know it. We were both convinced 
Lhat he was drowned. 

EXAMiMNa MAGISTRATE. After Protiaov's alleged death, 
to whom in Saratov did you send a monthly remittance i 

kah£ni\. I do not wish to reply to that question. 

EXAMINING MAGisTBATE. Very well. Why did you send 
money — 1,200 roubles — to Mr. Pj-otfisov just before his 
pretended death on l7th July? 

KAH^NIN. That money was given to me by my wife . . . 

EXAMINING MAGISTRATE. By Mrs. Prot4sova ? 

KAR^NiN. ... by my wife, to send to her husband. 
She considered that money to be his, and having severed 
all connection with him, considered it unfair to keep it. 

EXAMINING MAGISTRATE. Ouc Hiorc question — why did 
you withdraw the application for divorce? 

KAR^NIN. Because Theodore Vasllyevich undertook to 
apply for a divorce, and wrote me about it 
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oisTiiATE. Have you got Ills letter? 

KAH^NIN. It has been lost' 

EXAMrNiNo MAoisTRATE. It is slratige that everything 
which might convince the Court of the ti'uth of your 
evidence should either be lost or non-existent. 

KARiniN. Do you want anything more ? 

EXAMINING MAGisrnATe. I want nothing, except to do 
my duty ; but you'll have to exonerate yourselves, and ' 
I have just advised Mrs. Protisova, and I advise you also, 
not to try to hide what everyone can see, but to say what 
really happened. Especially as Mr. Protisov is in such 
a condition that he has already told everything just as it 
happened, and will probably do the same in Court, I | 
should advise . . . 

RAH^NiN. I requestyouto keep within thelimits of your ] 
duty, and not to give me your advice! May we go? 
\Appram:hes Lisa, who riiei and laia his arm\ 

EXAMiMNd MAOisTHATE. I mn Very sorry to be obliged 
to detain you . . . [Karenin lookt round tn asl0JMhmeii£\ 
Oh, 1 don't mean that 1 arrest you. Though that would 
make it easier to get at the truth, I shall not resort to 
such a measure, I only want to take Protisov's deposi* 
tion iu your presence, and to confront him with you — 
which will make it easier for you to detect any falsehood 
in what he says. Please take a seat. Cull in Mr. 
Prot4sov ! 

Enter Fidya, dtriy and thabbi/. 

tKD\ii [addresicx Lua and Kar^min] Lisa ! Elisabeth 
Andr^ycvna ! Victor! 1 am not guilty! 1 wished to J 
act for the best. But if I um guilty . . . forgive me, I 
forgive me ! [Boms lorn la them], 

EXAMINING MAGISTRATE. Please to answer my questions. 

FEDVA. Ask, then. 

EXAMiNiNo HAGiHTRATE. Your name P 

^ ffurtfni" doea doi 
proved oonnivance Ii 
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fiEdva. 

, Please answer. 
f£dva. \\*ell then, Theodore Protasov, 
BXAHiNiNa MAGiBTHATE. Your Calling, age and religion ? 
p^DVA [ajler a pawse] Aren't you ashamed to ask such 
nonsense ? Ask what you want to know, and not such 

EXAHiNiNo MAGISTRATE. I beg you to be more careful in 
your expressions, and to answer my questions ! 

FEDVA. Well, if you're not ashamed of it, here you we : 
Calling, graduate ; age, forty ; religion. Orthodox. What 
next ! 

EXAMINING MAGISTRATE. Did Mr. KarAuin and your wife 
know that you were alive when you left your clothes on 
the river bank and disappeared } 

rinvA. Certainly not ! I wished really to commit 
suicide, but afterwards — but there's no need to go into 
that. The thing is, that they knew nothing about it. 

EXAMINING HAoisTHATE. How is it that you gave a 
different account to the police officer ? 

Pi^DYA. What police officer ? Oh, when he came to see 
me at the dosshouse ? I was drunk, and was romancing. 
1 don'l remember what I said. All that was rubbish. 
Now I am not drunk, and am telling the whole truth! 
They knew nothing. They believed that 1 was no longer 
alive, and 1 was glad of it. And everything would have 
gone on as it was, but for that rascal, Artemyev ! If 
anyone is guilty, it is I alone. 

EXAMINING HAGismATE. 1 Understand your wish to be 
magnanimous, but the law demands the truth. Wbj 
was money sent to you ? 

Fidya u lilent. 

You received through Semyinov the money sent to 
you in Sardtov i 

Fedi/a it nlcnl. 

Why don't you answer ? it will be put down in the 
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depositions that the accused did not answer these I 
questions, and this may hann you and them very much. I 
Well then, how was it ? 

F^DVA [ajUr a patue] Oh, Mr. Magistrate, how is iti 
you are not aahamed I Why do you pry into other I 
people's lives f You are glad to have power, and to show 1 
it, you torment not physically but morally — torment I 
people a thousand times better than yourself! 

EXAMIMNG MAOISTRATE. I beg . . . . 

f£dya- You've nothing to begl/^shall say what I 
think, and you [to Clerk] write it down! At least_fgr 
once there will be sensible human words in a police 
repOrtl [Rauet kit voice] There are three people : I, he, 
and she. Our relations to one another are complex — a 
spiritual struggle such as you know nothing of, a struggle 
between good and evil goes on. That struggle ends in a 
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r which sets them free. They v 
They were happy, and remembered me with afiectioQ. 
I, fallen as I was, was glad that I had acted as I ought, 
and that I, a good-for-nothing, had gone out of their 
lives, so as not to stand in the way of people who were 
good and who had life before them. And so we were oU 
living, when suddenly a blackmailing scoundrel appears I 
who wants me to take part in his rascality, and I send ] 
him about his business. Then he comes to you, to the ' 
champion of Justice! The guardian of Morality! And 
you, who receive each month a few pounds for doing 
your dirty work, put on your uniform, and calmly bully 
these people — bully people whose little finger is worth 
more than your whole body and soul ! People who would 
not admit you to their anteroom ! But you have got so 
for, and are pleased . . . 

EXAMiMNo MAGISTRATE. I sliall liavc you tutncd out! 

FioVA. I'm not afraid of anyone, l>ecBUse I'm a corpse 
and you can't do nie any harm. No position could be 
worse than mine ! So turn me out 1 , 
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KAR^NIN. May We go? 

EXAHiNiNo MAOiSTRATu:. Immediately, but first sign your 
deposition. 

F^DVA. You'd be quite comic, if you weren't so vile ! 

E.XAMiNiNO MAGisTBATB, Take him away ! I arrest you. 

FEDVA [to Lisa and Karenin] Forgive me ! 

KAR^NiN [approachei and holdt out hu Aand^ It tiad to 
happen ! 

Lita poiset bg. Fedya boms low to her. 



sU2) 



A corridor of the Late Courii. In the background a door 
nnlk glast panels, baide n'hick stands an taker. Further to 
the right another door through tvhich Ike accused are led. 

Ivdn Petrdvich AUxdadrmi catnet to thejirtt door and tcithet 

USHER. Where are you going ? Vou mustn't I Shoving 
in like that 1 

IVAN petr6vich. Why mustn't I i The law saya the 
proceedings are public. [Applauie is heard Jrom inside the 
CouTtl. 

UGKKFt. Anyhow, you mustn't, and that's all about it. 

iviN pETBiivicH. Ignorant fellow ! You don't know 
whom you arc speaking to ! 

A Young Latryer in a dress-suit enlirrtj'rom Ike Court. 

vouNo LAwvKH. Are you concerned in this case? 

iv^N petr6vich. No, I am the public, and this 
ignoramus— this Cerberus— won't let me inl 
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\-ouNO LAWVEn, But this door is not for the public. 

iv.(n Pfmi6vicH, 1 know, but t am a m&n who should-l 
be admitted. 

vouNo LAWVEH. Wait a bit— they'll adjourn in 
minute. [Isjiul ^oing, tehen he meett Prince Abriekov]. 

PRINCE ABR^KOV. May 1 ask how the case stands ? 

YOUNG LAWYER. The Counsel are speaking — PetrAfhtliS 
is addressing the Court. 

Applautefrom nil kin. 

pnmcE ABREZKov. And how do the defendants bcarf 
their position ? 

VOUNO LAWYER. With great dignity, especially Karenin 1 
and Elisabeth Andr^yevna. It is as if not they were being I 
indicted, but they were indicting society ! That's what 
is felt, and on that Petriishin is working. 

PRINCE ABR^ZROV. Well, and Protisov? 

vouNa LAWYER. He is terribly excited. He trembles 
all over; but that is natural, considering the life he J 
leads. He is particularly irritable, and interrupted the I 
Public Prosecutor and Counsel several times . 

PRINCE ADR izKov. What do you think the result will beP 

YOUNG LAWYER. It IB liartl to Say. In any case they ' 
won't be found guilty of premeditation ; but still . 
[A gentleman coma out, and Prince Abr^alcou moves lotDanlt [ 
the rfoor] You wish to go in ? 

PRINCE abr£zkov. I should like to, 

VOUNO LAWYER. You are Prince Abrizkov? 

PttiNCE ABR^KOV. I am. 

YOUNG LAWYER [to Usher'\ Let this gentleman pass. There ' 
is an empty cbair just to the left. 

Vsker lets Prince Abri::kov pan. 
Couniel it seen speaking. 

IVAN pETRdvicM. Aristocrats ! 
soul, and that is higher I 

YouNO LAWYER. Well, escuse me . . . [£n(]. 

PetuthiAv eniert kitrriedly, and approaches Ivdn PetrAmk. I 



As the door opent, 
n aristocrat of the J 



uCciogl 



The Live Corpse 299 

petushkAv. Ah, how are you, Ivin Petr6vich? How 
are things going i 

ivAn PETRdncH. Counsel &re still speaking, but this 
fellow won't let me in. 

USMEB. Don't make a noise here 1 This is oot a public- 

AppUnue. The doon opem. Lam/en, and the public — 



A LADY. Splendid! He really moved me to tears. 

OFFICER. It's better than any novel. Only I don't 
understADd how she could love him so. Dreadful object I 

The other door opeiu. The accnted come tmt : firH Uta, 
then Kariiun. The^ pan along the corridor. Fidya J'oUonv 
aione. 

LADY. Hush—^ere he is ! Look how excited he seems ! 

Ladif and Officer pau on. 

fAdva [approache* Ivdn PefnkwA] Have you brought 
it? 

ivAn prrH6vicH. Here it is. [Hands Fidga tome- 
thing]. 

rijtVA [Hidet it in hit pocket, and witha la past ovt, but 
tea P^uthidv] Stupid ! Vile I Dreary, dreary ! Sense- 
less. [ Withet to patt\ 

Enter Cottntel Petritkin; ttout, red, and mimaled. He 
approachet Fidya. 

petrAshin. Well, friend ! Our affairs are going well — 
only don't you go and spoU things for me in your last 
speech t 

rioYA. I won't speak. What is the use? 1 shan't 
doit 

pETRiJsHiN. Yes, you must speak. But don't be ex- 
cited. The whole matter is now in a nutshell! Only 
tell them what you told me — that if you are being tried, 
it is only for not having committed suicide : that is, for 
not doing what ii considered a crime both by civil and 
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FEDVA, I shan't saj' anything ! 



PETHUSmN. 



Why not ? 



F^DVA- I don't want to, and shan't. Tell me only, at 
the worst, what will it be ? 
\ PETRU8UIN. I have already told you — st worst, exile to 



FtovA. Who will be exiled ? 



You a 
FEDYA. And at best f 









, and of course annulnient 



pETRi^siiiK. Church penar 
of the second marriage. 

F^DYA. Then they will again tie tne to her — or rather, 
her to rae ? 

PETRiisHiN. Yes, that must be so. But don't excite 
yourself, and please say what I told you, and above all, 
don't say anything superfluous. However [noticing that a 
circle of luUiteri hat formed round fAem] I am tired, anil 
will go and sit down ; and you'd better take a rest. The 
chief thing is, not to lose courage ! 

FEDYA. No other sentence is possible? 

pcTitOsHrN [gBwg] No other. 

Enter Atrendanl. 

ATTENDANT. Puss on! Pass on! No loitering in the 
corridor ! 

fSd^'a. Directly! [Taies mil revolver and tkoott hmtelf 
in the Heart. Falls. All nuh on kim] All right, I think it 
is done. . . . Lisa ! . . . 

The audience, judgei, accused, and wilnessei rmh out from 
all the doors. 

In front of all u Lisa. Behind her Mdska, Karinm, ltd 
Petrdi'icli mid Prince Abrezlcov. 

USA. Fedyn, what have you done ! Why ? 

F^DVA. Forgive me that I could not . . . free you any 
other way. . . . It's not for you . . . it's best for me. 
I have long . . . been ready , . . 

USA. You will live 1 
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A Doctor hetidt over Fidya and Utieiu. 

F^DVA. I need do doctor to tell me . . . Good-bye, 
Victor . . . Ah, Mislu! . . . it's too Ute this time . . . 
[ Weepi] How good . . . how good ! [i)>e']. 



END OF "THI LIVI CORPtE. 
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CHARACTERS 



AKTLfHA. An old iBoman qfaervnfff, britk, dignified, old-faitiioned.'^ 

HicBAEL. Hfr ton, IhirlS'five yuan old, passionate, lelf-iatitjied 
natn and atrtmg. 

HARTHA, Her daughter-in-iav!, a grumbler, tpeakt much aad 
rapidly. 

PAHJSHILA, Ten yeart old, daughter of Martha and Michael. 

tarIs. The village elder'i atiinlani, gpeake ilovyly and girte 
himself airt. 

A tramp. Forty years old, reatleis, thin, ipeakt impressive^ • 
when drunk it particularly free and eaty. 

lanLt. Forty year* old, a buffoon, merry and ttupid. 
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Aatmim. A peatmU's hul, rvith a tmall room parHtioned off. 

Akullna tils npinning; Martha Ike koiuemfe u Imeadaig 
bread ; little Pardskka is rocking a cradle. 

MARTHA. Oh dear, my heart feels heavy! I know it 
means trouble ; there's nothing to keep him there. It 
will again be like the other day, when he went to town 
to sell the firewood and drank uearly half of it. And he 
blames me for everything. 

akulIna. Why look for trouble ? It is still early, and 
the town is a long way off. For the present . , . 

MARTHA. What do you mean by early ? Akfmych is back 
already. He started after Michael but Michael's not 
back yet! It's worry worry all day long; that's all the 
pleasure one gets. 

akulIna. Akimych took his load straight to a customer; 
but our man took his to sell at the market. 

UARTiiA. If he were alone I shouldn't worry, but Ignit 
is with him ; and when he's with that lousey hound (God 
forgive me I), he's sure to get drunk. Early and late one 
toils and moils. Everything is on our shoulders! If one 
only got anything by it ! But no ! hustling about all day 
long is all the pleasure one gets. 

Door opens and Tardi enters Tvith a ragged Tramp. 
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tarAs. Good day to you I I've brought a m&n who 
wants ft night's lodging.' 

TRAMP [boirs] My respects to you. 

HAHTHA. Why do you bring them to us so often? We 
put up ■ tramp last Wednesday night ; you always bring 
them to us. You should make Stepanlda put them up; 
there are no children there. It's more than I can do to 
look after my own family, and you always bring these 
people to us. 

tarjIs. Everyone in turn has to put them up. 

MARTHA. It's all very well to say " everyone in turn," 
but I have children, and besides, the master is not at 
home to-day. 

TarAs. Never mind, let the fellow sleep here to-night ; 
he'll not wear out the place he lies on. 

AKULfNA [lo Tramp] Come in and sit down, and be our 
guest 

TRAMP. I tender my gratitude. I should like a bite of 
something, if possible. 

MARTHA. You haven't had time to look round, and want 
to eat already. Didn't you beg anything in the village ? 

TRAMP [«^^] I'm not in the habit of begging because 
of my position, and having no producks of my own . . . 

AhUina ritet, goei lo Ihe table, latet a lot^ of bread, chU a 
ttice, and givet il lo the Tramp. 

TRAMP [taking the bread] Merei.* [Silt down oh the bench 
and ealt greedily], 

tarXs. And where is Michael ? 

MARTHA. Why, he took hay to the town. It's time he 



> It la oDBtomarf for the vfUage aathoritiea to quarter trampa on 
eaob peasant honseholcl in a village la tnm, or in auob order aa 
appears conTenient. 

■ The tiamp, who has bad some aoquaintanoe with edaoated 
RarolntioaarieB, tries to introdnoe foreign words, or words not 
generall; ased bj workmeD, into bis talk. In tbis instanoe ba 
naed tha French word merti instead of the plain "tbanfc ;on." 
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was back, bul he's not here. Something must have 
happened. 

TarAh. Why, what should liappen? 

MABTHA. What indeed ? Not anything good ; it's only 
bad one has to expect. As soon as he's out of the house 
he forgets all about us ! I expect he'll come back 

akulIna [titling down to spin, points at Martha and tayt 
to Tards] It's not in her to be quiet. As I always sjiy, 
we women must find something to grumble about. 

MARTHA. If he were alone I should not be afraid, but 
he went with Ignat. 

tarAs \sjniling\ Ah well, Ignit Iv&novich certainly is 
fond of a drop of v6dka. 

akulIna. Doesn't he know what Igndt is like! Ignit 
is one man, and our Michael's another. 

MARTHA. It's all very well for you to talk, mother; but 
I'm sick of his drinking. While he is sober it would be 
a sin to complain of him, but when he's drunk, you know 
what he is like. One can't say a word ; everything is 

TAHAS. YeSj but look at you women too ; a man has a 
drink. Well, he swaggers about a bit, and sleeps it off, 
and everything goes on all right; but then the likes of 
j-ou keep on nagging at him. 

MARTHA. When he's drunk there's no pleasing him^ do 
what you will. 

tarAs. But you should understand that we can't help 
having a drop now and then. Your woman's business is 
at home, but the likes of us roust have a drop when 
we're on business, or for company's sake. Well, so one 
drinks, and where is the harm ? 

MAHTnA. You may talk, but it's hard on us women. 
Oh, how bard it is ! If one harnessed you men to our 
work just for a week, you would sing a different tune. 
Kneading, cooking, baking, spinning, weaving, and the 
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cattle to look after, and all the rest of it, and the brail j 
to keep WHshcd and clothed imd ted ; it's al 
s)iouldi^rs, and if anything is the least bit not to his funcj, 
there you are, especially when he's drunk. Oh deaTf , 
what a life ours is ! 

TRAMP [cAewm^] That's quite correct. It's 1 
uf it all ; I mean all the catastrophes of life proceed from J 
alcoholic liquors. 

tarAs. It seems to have bowled you over too ! 

TRAMP. No, not exactly that, though 1 have suffered \ 
from that too. The career of my life might have beea | 
different but for the drink. i 

TArAs. Now, to my thinking, if you drink reasonably^ i 
there's no manuer of harm in it. 

TRAMP. But I say that it is so strong that it may c 
pletely ruin a man. 

MARTHA. That's what I say: you worry and do yoiw J 
best, and the only comfort you t,'et is to be scolded andj 
beaten like a dog. 

TRAHP. And that's not alL There are some people 
persons I mean, that are quite deprived of their r 
through it and commit entirely inappropriate actionitfl 
While he does nut drink, give liim anything you like 
and he won't take what is not his ; but when d 
grabs whatever comes handy. Many a time i 
beaten and put in prison. As long as I don't drink, all 
goes honestly and hunourabjy, but as soon as I drink. If 
mean as soon as that same person drinks, he at < 
begins grabbing whatever comes his way. 

AKULJNA. And I think it's all in oneself 

TRAUI'. Of eourse it's in oneself as long aa one is i 
but this is a kind of disease. 

tarAb. a nice kind of disease. A good hiding woul 
soon cure that disease. Well, goodbye for the preseaU 

MARTHA [mipfs her hands and turns to go]. 
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akulIna [teei UuU the Tramp hat finithed hit bread\ Martha, 
I say, Martha! Cut him another piece. 

MARTHA. Bother him, I must get the aamovir to boil. 
[Enl]. 

AkuUna ritet, goet to the table, euit a chutdc of bread and 
ffvet it to the Tramp. 

TRAMP. Merd, I have acquired a great appetite. 

AKVUNA. Are you a workman i 

TRAMP. Who? I? I was a mechanic. 

akul(na. And what wages did you get? 

TRAMP. I used to get fifty, and even seventy roubles, a 
month. 

akulIna. That's a good lot I Then how have you come 
down so low ? 

TRAHH. Come down ! I'm not the only one. I've come 
down because the times are such that it is impossible for 
an honest man to live. 

MARTHA [bringt M the Mffiotitfr] Oh Lord! it's certain 
sure hell come home drunk. I feel it in my heart 

akuUna. I'm afraid he must really have gone on the 
spree. 

MARTHA. There it is. One struggles and struggles and 
kneads and bakes and cooks and spins and weaves and 
tends the cattle ; everything on one's own shoulders. 
[The My m the cradle criet] Parisfaka, rock the boy. Oh 
dear, what a life it is for us women. And when he is 
drunk, nothing is right I ... If one only says a word he 
doean't like . . . 

akiilIna [making the tea] And this is the last of the tea. 
Did you tell him to get some i 

MARTHA. Of course. He said he would, but he'll have 
forgotten all about bis home I . . . [She putt the tamovdr 
OH the table\ 

The TraiBp mooet amai). 

akulIna. Why do you leave the table ? We are going 
to drink tea. 
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TRAMI-. I teiKli-riuy gratitude for the heurtj bosp!t&lit]M 
[Thron't away l/ie cheap cigar* he tvat smoking and a 
the table], 

Martha. And what sort do you belong to? Peasant^ 
or some other ? 

TRAMP. Well, I'm not of the peasant class, nor of t 
aristocracy. I'm of the double-edged class. 

MARTHA. Wh.it's that? \handt htm a cup tff {ea\ 

THAMf . Merri. Why this ; that my father was a Poltd 
Count, and lirsides hira I hail many others; and I i 
biid two mothers. In general my biography presents I 
many difficulties, 

MARTHA. Have another eup ? Well, did you get ony'l 
learning f 

TRAMP. My learning has also been very i 
stantial. Not my mother, but my godmother apprenticed i 
mc to a blacksmitli. That blacksmith was my first 4 
perdagogue ; and his perdagogy consisted in this — that ■ 
he did not beat his anvil as often as he bciit my i 
fortunate head. Nevertheless, however much lie hit me, 
he could not deprive me of talent. Then I went to a 
locksmith's, and there 1 was appreciated, and became 
foreman. I made acquaintance with educated people, 
and belonged to a political faction. 1 was able to master 
intelleetual literature ; and my life might have been 
elevated for I possessed immense talent. 

AKUUNA. Of course. 

TRAMP, But here came an upset. The despotic yoke J 
oppressing the life of the people! I got into prison; 1# 
mean, I suffered the incarceration of ^edom. 

MARTHA. What for ? 

TRAMP. For our rights. 

MARTHA. What rights f 

TRAMP. Whatrights? Why thcrightsthatthebourgeolt.^ 

> The "cigar" will have probably consiated of some bad (obaDOO -) 
rolled up in a bit of Dtnspaper. 
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should not feast continually, and that the labouring 
proletariat might reap the rewards of labour. 

akulIna. And get back the land, I suppose f 

TRAMP. Well naturally. The Agromoric question too. 

akuiJna. May God and the Holy Queen of Heaven 
grant it. We arc that pressed for land. Well, and how 
are things now f 

TRAMP. Now ? I am off to Moscow. I shall go to an 
exploiter of labour. Can't be helped ; I shall humble my- 
self and say — give me what work you will, only take me. 

akuiJna. Well, have some more tea. 

TRAMP. Thank you ; merci I mean. 

Noue and talk m the pottage otdtidt. 

akulIna. Here's Michael, just in time for tea. 

HARTMA ['Wt] Oh, my goodness, Ignit is with him I 
That means he's drunk. 

Michael and IgitiU tta^er m. 

ionAt. How are you all ? [Crot$et hirntelf before the icon] 
Here we ore, damn you, just in time for tea. We went 
to church, service was done ; we went to dine, all eaten 
and gone ; to the pub. we went in, just time to begin. 
Ha, ha, ha ! You give us some tea and we'll give you 
some viSdka. That's &ir. [Laughs]. 

MICHAEL. Where has this swell come from ? [PoinU to 
Tramp. TaJtet a bcUk front the botam of hit coat and putt it 
on the tabU] Bring some cups. 

akuUna. Well, did you get on all right ? 

loNiT. Nothing could be better, damn you ; drank, and 
had a spree, and have brought some home. 

MICHAEL \_^lli the cupt with tiddka, hands one to hit mother 
and then one to the Tramp] Drink, you too ! 

TRAMP \lalting cap] I offer most heartfelt thanks. Your 
health. \Emptiet the cup"^ 

ionAt. Fine fellow, how he bwUIs, damn him ! I should 
think hunger makes it run through all hit veins. [Poitrt 
Old tome more\ 
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TRAMP [ifnMtj] I wish joa s 

AKULiNA. Well, did you gets good price for the hay? 

ionAt. Good or bad, we've drunk it all, damn you ! Am J 
I right, Michael? 

MICHAEL. Why, of course. It's not made to be looked | 
at! One must have some fun once in a hundred years. 

MARTHA. What are you swaggering for ? There's no 
much good in that. We've nothing to eat at home, and | 
Bee what you're doing. 

MICHAEL [threateningly^ Marth 

MARTHA. Well, what of Martha? I know I'm Martha. ( 
Oh, it makes me sick to look at you. 

MICHAEL. Martha, look ! 

MARTHA. There's nothing t»j see. I don't want to look. ■ 

MICHAEL. Pour out the v6[lka and serve it round to our 
visitors. 

MARTHA. F«ugh, you bleary-eyed hound. I don't want 
to speak to yoiL 

MICHAEL. You don't ? Ah, you ha,'gage, what did 
you say ? 

MARTHA [rocks cradle. PariUkJia ie Jnghlened and comes 
to Act] What I said ? 1 said I do not want to talk to you, 
that's all, 

MICHAEL. Have yon forgotten ? [Jumps upfront tht labU, 
ttriies her on the head and knocks off ker kerchief] One ! 

MARTHA. Oh ! Oh ! Oil ! [Runs crying to the door]. 

MICHAEL. You'll not get away, you jade ! [Rtishes at herV. 

TRAMP [jumps npfrom the table and seizes his arm] You have 
no kind of complete right. 

MICHACL [stops and looks at Tratnp nith atrprise] Is it long 
since you had a thrashing ? 

TRAMP. You have no complete right to subject the 
female sex to insults. 

MICHAEL. Oh, you sun of a bitch! Do you see this? 
[Shows Ms finl]. 
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TRAMP. I will not allow exploitations to be performed 
oi> the femiik sex. 

MICHAEL. I'll give you such an extolpatton that you'll 
not know which end you stand on. . . . 

TRAMP. Go on, strike away ! Why don't you ? [Holds 
out hUJace], 

Mii-MAEL [thrugt kig thouldert and spreiuit out kit arms] 
Suppose I really go for you ? 

THAMP. I tell you, strike ! 

MICHAEL. Well, you are a rum chap, now I come to 
look at you. [Dropt his anru aud ihtikfi kU head\ 

ignXt \to Tramp] One sees at once that you're pretty 
sweet on the women, damn you 1 

TRAMP. I stand up for their rights. 

MICHAEL [la Martha as, breathing keawili/, he steps to the 
iahle] Well Martha, you must set a big candle before the 
saints for his sake. But for him, I'd have beaten you to 
a jeUy. 

. What else can one expect of you. One 
1 one's life, bakiitg and cooking ; and as soon 



MICFIAEL. Now, have done, have done I [Offers pddka to 
the Tramp] Drink. [To kit feife] Aud what are you 
slobbering for ? Mayn't a fellow have his joke ? There 
you are [givet her mimet/], put it away. Here are two 
three-rouble notes aud two twenty-copeck pieces. 

MARTHA. And the tea and sugar I wanted ? 

MICHAEL [laJres parcel from his pocket and hands il la his 
fife. Martha lakes the moneif and the parcel and goes inlo 
Ike liltle room, silently arranging the kerchief on her head] 
What an unreasonable lot these women are. [He again 
offers v6dka lo Ike Tramp] There, drink. 

TRAMP [decUning it] Drink it yourself. 

MICHAEL. Come now, don't fuss. 

THAMP [dritJeing] Success to you. 

iQiikv [lo Tramp] Vou must have seen many a strange 
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sight, I f^uppose. Oil, what a fine coat you've got? 
Latest fashion. Where did you g(:t it from? [poinlitig 
to Tramp's latlered Jacket], Don't you mend it, it's fine as 
it is ! It's getting on in years, I fancy. Well, it eati't 
be helped. If I had one like it, the women would be 
sweet on me too ! [To Marllia] Aiii't that true ? 

akulIna. You should not, Ignat Ivanych. Before se«~ 1 
ing anything of him, why go and hold up a man to f 
laughter ? 

TRAMP. It eomes of his uneducatcdness. 

ionAt. I'm doing it friendly-like. Drink [offers vddiay i 

AKi;LiNA. He says himself— it's the cause of all evil— 
and he's been in prison because of it. 

MICHAEL. What were you in prison for ? 

TRAMP [very dmu/i] I've suffered for expropriation. 

MiciiAKL, What's that i' 

TBAMP. Why, this way. Came up to a fat paunch ; 
" Give up your money, else here's a levolver." • He tries 
this way and that, but forks out 2,300 roubles. 

AKULiNA. Oh I^rd ! 

TRAMP. We meant to dispose of it the proper way, J 
Zembrik6f was our leader. Then those ravens swooped I 
down on us. At once under arrest, and into prison. 

lONAT. And took the money away ? 

TBAMP. Of course. Only they could not convict i 
At the trial the procurator said these words to me: 
" You've stolen money " says he ; and I answer him 
straight: "Thieves steal, but we have performed an 
expropriation for our Party." And he didn't know what i 
to sny. He tried this way and that, but couldn't answer I 
me. " Lead him," says he, " to prison," that is — to the 
incarceration of free life. 

iqnAt. Clever dog 1 A regular brick! [Offhing v6dia] 
Drink, damn you. 
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akulIna. Fie, how iiastily yoii speak ! 

ionAt. I, Grannie? I don't mean it for abuse; it's 
a manner of speech of mine. Damn you, damn you ! . . . 
Your good health. Grannie. 

MARTHA [relumi and slandf at Ike table pouring out len\. 

MICHAEL. That's right Fancy taking offence ! I say, 
it's thanks to him. [To Trajnp] What do you think? 
[Embracei Martha] 1 cherish my old woman. See, how 
I cherish her. In a word, my old woman is first-rate. 
1 would not change her for anybody. 

lONAT. There, that's good. Grannie, drink 1 1 stand 
treat 

THAMP. What it means — the power of enershy ! One 
was in a state of melancholy, and now there's nothing 
but pleasantness and friendly disposition. Grannie, I 
feel much love for you and for everybody. Brothers dear 
[n'ngf revolulionarif song\. 

HicHAGL. It has got right hold of him iu his hunger. 
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akiilIna. No, I know nothing about it. 
seen it. 

lunTHA. Last nightj I put it on 

akulIna. Yes, I saw it there. 

MARTHA. Where can it be? [They loot for 

akulIna. Dear me, what a shame ! 

Enter Neigkbm(r. 

NEiotiUoUR. Well Michael Tikhdnych, are \ 
the wood ? 

MICHAEL. Yes, of course. I'm just going to hamc 
but you see we've lost something. 

. Dear me! What is it? 
, Why, you see, my old man brought a parcel 
from town yesterday, with tea and sugar in it, and I put 
it down here on the window-sill and didn't remember to 
put it away ; and now it's gone. 

MICHAEL. And we're committing the sin of suspecting 
a tramp who spent the night here. 

NEioiiBOUR. What sort of tramp ? 

MARTHA. Well, he's rather thin and has no beard. 

MICHAEL. His coat's all in rags. 

NEioKBOUR. Curly hair and rather hooked nose ? 

MICHAEL. Yes, yes ! 

KEiDKBouR. I've just met him, and wondered why he 
was stepping out so fast. 

MICHAEL. It must be him. Where was he? 

NEIOKBOUR. I don't think he can have crossed the 
bridge yet. 

MICHAEL [malchea up hit cap and goet out tjuiclily,Jblloiiied 
bi/ the Neighbour] I'll catch the knave. It's him. 

MARTHA. Oh, what a shame, what a shame ! It's surely 
him. 

ARULfNA. And suppose it's not It happened i 
some twenty years ago, that they accused i 
having stolen a horse. A crtiwd collected. Une says: 
" i myself saw him catching it." Another says he saw 
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him leading it It was a big piebald horse, easily noticed. 
All the people began searching for it, and in the forest 
they found the lad. " It's you," they say. He protests 
and swears it was not hiin. They say : " What's the good 
of listening to him ; the women said quite certainly it's 
him." Then he said something rude. George Lapiistikm 
(he's dead now) was a hot-tempered man. He dashed 
at him slap bang, and struck him on the mouth. " It 
was you," said he, and hit out at him. Then all the 
others fell on hirn and began beating him with sticks and 
fists till they killed him. And what do you think! .... 
Next day the real thief was found. The lad they killed 
had only gone into the forest to choose a tree to cut 

HARTH&. Yes, of course, we may be sinning against him. 
He has come down very low, but seemed a good fellow. 

akulIna. Yes, he has sunk very low. One can't expect 
much from the likes of him. 

MARTHA. They're shouting. I expect they're bringing 
him back. 

Enter Michael, Neighbour, an old man and a lad, ptuhimg 
the lYamp before them. 

MICHAEL [wUh the parcel in Au hand*, exditdly to hit mfe] 
It was found on him. [To Trarnp] You thief! You 
dog! 

AKULfNA [to Martha] It's him, poor soul. See how he 
hangs hfs head. 

MARTHA. It seems it was himself he spoke about 
yesterday that grabs anything that's handy when he's 
had some drink. 

TRAMP. I'm not a thief; I'm an expropriator. I am a 
worker and must live. You can't understand it- Do 
what you like with me. 

NEioHBOuR. Take him to the village Elder or straight 
to the police ! 

TRAMP. I tell you, do whatever you like. I am not 
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iifraid, and am ready to suffer for my convictions. If you 
were educated you would understand. 

MARTHA [to her hutband] Suppose we let him go, in God's 
name. We've got the parcel back. Let hitn go and let's 
not commit another sin. 

MiciiAEi. [repealing'\ " Another sin ! " Taken to teach- 
ing ? One wouldn't know what to do without you, eh ? 

MARTHA. Why not let him go? 

HiciiAEL. " Let him go! " One knows what to do without 
you, you fool. " Let him go 1 " Go he may, but he must 
hear a word or two so that he should feel. \To Tramp\ 
Well then, listen, you sir, to what I have to say to you. 
Thougli you are in a very low state, still you have done 
very wrong — very wrong. Another man would have 
caved your ribs in, and have taken you t« the police ; 
but I will only say this. You've done wrong, as wrong 
as may be ; only you are in a very bad way and I don't 
want to hurt you. \_Patttes. Everyone u silent. Then he 
corUinuet loUmnli/] Go, and God be with you, and do not 
do it again. \_Loo/im al kU tvtfe\ And you want to teach 

N^roHBouR, You shouldn't, Michael; oh, you should 
not. You're encouraging that sort of thing. 

HicuAEi. [the parcel slill in Ait hand] Whether I should 
or not is my business. [To his mife] And you tried to 
teach me J [Stops, looks al the parcel, then al Ids mje, 
and givet il to the Tramp with decision] Take it, you can 
drink it on the way. [Ta mife] And you wanted to teach 
me ! [To Tramp] Go, you've been told to go. Then go, 
and no palavering. 

TRAMP [lates parcel. Silettce] You think I don't under- 
stand. [His voice trembles] 1 fully understand. Had you 
beaten me like a dog, it would have felt less hard. 
Don't I uuderstand what 1 am ? I am a rascal, a degene- 
rate, I mean. Forgive me for the Ixird's sake. [Sobs, 
IhroKS the parcel on the table, and goes out hurriedly]. 
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HAKTHA. A good thing he didn't take the tea, or we 
Bbould hftve had none to drink. 

MICHAEL [to "ife] And you wanted to teach me I 
NEiOHBOUB. How he cried, poor booL 
akulIna. He too was a man. 
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Scene 

The tcene repretentt Ike verandnh of a ^fine counlry-nonte, 
in front of rchich a craqiiel-laton and tenmt-courl are ahotvn, 
also afiower-bed. The cMldren are pla^ng croquet with their 
govemett. Mary Itdaovna Sar^ttova, a handtome elegant 
moman offmi^; her titter, Alexdndra hdnovna Kdhovitnv, 
a ttapid, determined moman of forty-five ; and her htaband, 
Peter Semydnovich K6hovi>ttev, a fat fiabby man, dresaed in 
a summer tuit, ml/i a pince-nez, are xitting on the verandak 
at a table teith a samovar and coffee-pot. Mary Ivdnovna 
Sarynttova, Alexdndra hdnoona K6horlseva, and Peter 
Semydnovich Kbhmisev are drinking coffee, and the latter 
it stHoldng, 

ALEXANDRA ivA\ovNA. If you were not ray sister, but ■ 
stranger, and Nicholas Ivfinovich not your husband, but 
merely an acquaintance, 1 should think all this very 
original, and perhaps I might even encourage him, 
Taurait Iromi lout ga tret gfniil ;^ but when I see that 
jfoar husband is playing the fool — yes, simply playing 
the fool — then 1 can't help telling you what I think about 
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it. And 1 shall tell your husband, Nicholas, too. Je ltd \ 
dirm son J'ait, ma chere.' I am not afraid of anyone. 

MARY rviiNOVNA. I doo't fccl the least bit hurt ; don't I | 
sec it all myself? but I don't think it so very important. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. No. You don't think so, but I I 
tell you that, if you let it go on, you wilt be beggared, ] 
Du train que cela va . . .* 

PETER sEMYdNoviCH. Giinc ! Beggared indeed ! Not \ 
with an income like theirs. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Yes, beggared ! And please don't 
interrupt me, my dear ! Anything a man does always 
seems right to you I 

\PETER semy6novt€h. Oh ! I don't know. I waa , 
saying 

ALEXANDRA ivANovNA. But you nevcr do ktiow wbat you > 
are saying, because wlien you men begin playing the fool, 1 
1/ n'l/ a pas de raitoH que gajinisae.* I am only saying that | 
if 1 were in your place, 1 should not allow it. J'aurau ' 
mit boH ordre d loulex cet lubiet.* What does it all 1 
A hasbaiid, the liead of a family, has no occupation, 
abandons everything, gives everything away, et fait U 
geni-reux i droile et A gauche.* I know how it will end ! 
Nous en tavont quelquc chose.'' 

peter aEHvdNOvicu \lo Mary Ivdnovnal. But do explain J 
to me, Mary, what is this new movement ? Of course I 
understand Liberalism, County Councils, the Constitution, 
schools, reading-rooms, and lout ce qui s'en tuil ; ^ as well as 
Socialism, strikes, and an eight-hour day ; but what is 
this ? Esplain it to me. 

MARY iVANovNA. But he told you about it yesterday- 

> 1 will toll bim the plain fact,, d; dear. 

* At the rate things aro going. 

' Tbere is no reasoa for it to Bto[\ 

* I F'boDid put an end to all thet^c fads. 

* And plays the boaubifnl lofc and right, 
' We know eomnthing about it. 

' AU thB KSt of It. 
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PETER 8Ehy6novich. I confess I did not understand, 
llic Gospels, the Sermon on tile Mount— and that 
churches are unnecessary ! But then how is one to pray, 
and all that ? 

MARY itAnovna. Ves. That is the worst of it. He 
would destroy everything, and give us nothing in its place. 

PETER semviJmovk-h. How did it begin ? 

MARY ivAnovna. It began last year, after his sister died. 
He was very fond of her, and her death had a very great 
effect on him. He became quite morose, and was always 
talking about death ; and then, you know, he fell ill him- 
self with typhus. When he recovered, he was quite a 
changed man. 

aleixAndra ivi^nuvna. But, all the same, he came in 
spring to see us again in Moscow, and was very nice, and 
played bridge. II itail trei gentil el comme lout le motide.^ 

MARY [vAnovna. But, alt the same, he was then quite 
changed. 

PETER 8Emy6novich. In what way ? 

MARY ivAnovna. He was completely indifferent to his 
family, and purely and simply had I'idee fixe. He read 
the Gospels for days on end, and did not sleep. He 
used to get up at night to read, made notes and extracts, 
and then began going to see bishops and hermits— con- 
sulting them about religion. 

albxAndra ivAnovna. And did he last, or prepare for 
communion .' 

MARY rvANoVNA. From the time of our marriage — that's 
twenty years ago — till then he had never fasted nor 
taken the sacrament, but at that time he did once take the 
sacrament in a monastery, and then immediately afterwards 
decided that one should neither take communion nor go 
to cliurch. 

ALEXANnRA ivAnovna. Thst's what 1 say — thoroughly 
inconsistent ! 
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MARV ivAnovna. Yes, a month before, he would not , 
miss a single service, and k<-pt every fast-day ; and then 
he suddenly decided that it was all unnecessary. What 

nd wilt speuk tO 



vith sueh a 



A LEX An DR 



11? 
I have spoken 

But the 






of no 



Not to 






Because 



joilI 



ivdNovicu. Yes! 
great importance. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. No ? 
men have no religion. 

PETEn bemv6novich. Do let me speak. I say that that 1 
is not the point. The [Mint is this : if he denies the i 
Church, what does he want the Gospels for ? 

MARV IVANOVNA. Well, so that we should live according 
to the Gospels and the Sermon on the Mount, and give 
everything away. 

pETcn 6emv6nov[ch. But how is one to live if one gives I 
everything away ? 

alexAndh-A ivAnovna. And where has he found in the 
Sermon on the Mount that we must shake hands with 
footmen ? It says " Blessetl are the meek," but it says 
nothing about sh.iking hands ! 

MARY ivAMovNA. Yes, of coursc, he gets carried away, aal 
he always used to. At one time it was music, then f 
shootuig, then the school. But that doesn't make it any 1 
the easier forme! 

PETER 8EHv6Novrcii. Why has he gone to town to- i 

MARV tvANovNA. He did not tell me, but I know it i> 1 
about some trees of ours that have been felled. The | 
peasants have been cutting trees in our wood. 

PETER aEMvdNovicH. In the pine-tree plantation ? 

HARv ivAnovna. Yes, they wil] probably be sent to 
prison and ordered to pay for the trees. Their case 
was to be heard to-day, he told me of it, so I fee] certain 
that is what he has gone about. 
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ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. He will pardon them, and to- 
morrow they will come to take the trees in the park. 

MARY ivAnovna. Yes, that is what it leads to. As it is, 
they break our ^pie-trees and tread down the green 
cornfields, and he forgives them everything. 

PETKR saMY6NoviCH. Extraordinary ! 
. alkxAndra ivAnovna. That is just why I say that it 
must not be allowed to go on. Why, if it goes on like 
\that, lout If patttra} I think it is your duty as a mother 

to prendre let miivre*,* 
- MARV ivAnovna. What can I do? 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. What indeed ! Stop him ! Ex- 
plain to him that this cannot go on. You have your 
children ! What sort of an example is it for them ? 

MARV ivAnovna. Of course, it is hard; but I go on 
bearing it, and hoping it will pass, like his former in- 
fatuations. 

alezAnura ivAnovna. Yes, but " Aide tot et Dieu 
I'aidera/"* You must make him feel that he has not 
only himself to think of, and that one can't live like that 

MARY ivAnovna. The worst of all is that he no longer 
troubles about the children, and I have to decide every- 
thing myself I have an unweaned baby, besides the 
older children : girls and boys, who have to be looked 
after, and need guidance. And I have to do it all 
Hingle-banded. He used to be such an affectionate and 
attentive father, but now he seems no longer to care. 
Yesterday I told him that VAnya is not studying properly, 
and will not pass his exam., and he replied that it would 
be by far the best tiling for him to leave school alto- 
gether. 

PETER semvAnovich. To go where f 

MARY ivAnovna. Nowhere! That's the most terrible 

* Everjthing will be loft 
■ To take measarei. 

* Ood help* tboM who help themselvei. 
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thing about it ; everything we do is wrong, but he dc 
not SHj what would be right 

PETER semv6novich. That's odd. 

ALEXANDRA fvANovNA. What is there odd about it? 
is just your usual way. Condemo everything, and 
nothing yourself! 

HAHv rvANovNA. Sty6pa has now finished at the Unt-I 
versity, and ought to choose a career ; but his father uyv ^ 
nothing about it. He wanted to take a post in the Civil 
Service, but Nicholas IvAnovich says he ought wot to do 
so. Then he thought of entering the Horse-Guards, but 
Nicholas Iv&novich quite disapproved. Then the lad 
asked his fether : " What am 1 to do then — not go and 
plough after all?" and Nicholas IvAnovich said: "Why 
not plough ? It is much better than being in a Govern- 
ment OfBce." So what was he to do ? 
and asks, and I have to decide everything, and yet the 
authority is all in his hands. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Well, you should tell '. 
straight out. 

MARY iviIkovna. So I must I I shall have to talk to him.- 1 

ALEAANORA iVANovN.v. And tell him straight out that 
you can't go on like this. That you do your duty, and 
he must do his; or if not — let him hand everything over 

V TVAKovNA. It is all so unpleasant ! 

\ ivi^KovVA. 1 will tell him, if you like. 
/m dirai ton J'ail.^ 

Enter a young priest, confused and agilaied. 
a book, and thakes hands all round. 

PRIEST. I have eouie to see Nicholas IvAnovich. 
have, in fact, come to return a book. 

i: has gone to town, but will be back 
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PRiKW. Oh, it's Mr. RcDan's Life of Jams. 

PETER semy6novich. Dear me ! What books you 
read! 

PRIEST [much agitated, lighU a cigarette] It was Nicholas 
IvAnovich gave it to nie to read. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna [conlempluoiisltf] Nicholas Ivinovich '' 
gave it you ! And do you agree with Nieholaa Ivinovich 
and Mr. Renan ? 

PRIEST. No, of course not. If I really did agree, I should 
not, in fact, be what is called a servant of the Church. 

ALEXANDRA ivAndvna. But if you are, as it is called, 
a faithful servant of the Church, why don't you convert 
Nicholas Iv4novich P 

PRIEST. Everyone, in fact, has his own views on these 
matters, and Nicholas Ivinovich really maintains much that 
is quite true, only he goes astray, in fact, oii the main 
point, the Church. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna \cottltm]ituouslii\ And what are the 
many things that Nicholas Ivdnuvich mainUiins that are 
quite true f Is it true that the Sermon on the Mount bids 
us give our property away to strangers and let our own 
families go begging ? 

PRIE8T. The Church, in fact, sanctions the family, and 
the Holy Fathers of the Church, in fact, blessed the 
family; but the highest perfection really demands the 
renunciation of worldly advantages. 

ALExANDtiA ivAnovna. Of course the Anchorites acted 
so, but ordinary mortals, I should imagine, should act in 
an ordinary way, as belits all good Christians. 

PRIEST. No one can tell unto what he may be called. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. And, of course, you are married ? 

PRIEST. Oh yes. 

ALEXANDRA itAnovna. And have yon any children^ 

PRIEBT. Two, 

alkxAndra ivAvoyna. Then why don't you renounce 
worldly advantages, and not go about smoking a cigarette ? 
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fact, my unworthi- 



■ ALExANDRAtVANoTNA. Ah! I sec that instead of bringing 
Nicbulas Ivinovich to reason, you support him Thk^ j 
tell you straight out, is wroug I 

Enter Nurse. 

NURSE. Don't you hear baby crying ? Please come I 
nurse hira. 

MARY ivANovNA. I'm coming, coming ? [Rites and ejoij. 
A ivjInovna. I'm dreadfully sorry for my sister. 
' she suffers. Seven children, one of them 
and then all these fads to put up with. It 
seems to mc cjnite plain that he has something wrong 
here [lotrching her forehead. Tt> Priesl'\ Now tell me, 
I ask you, what new rchgion is this you have discovered i 

PRIEST. I don't understand, in fact . . . 

alexAnura ivAnovna, Oh, please don't beat about the 
bush, You know very well what 1 am asking you about. 

PRIEST. But allow me . . . 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. 1 ttsk you, what creed is it that 
bids us shake hands with every peasant and let them cut 
down the trees, and give them money for vodka, And 
abitndon our own families. 

pntesT. I don't know that . . . 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. He says it is Christianity. You 
are a priest of the Orthodox Greek Church, and therefore 
you must know and must say whether Christianity bids 
US encourage robbery, 

PRIEST. But I . . , 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Or else, why are you a priest, and 
why do you wear long hair and a cassock ? 

PRIEST. But we are not asked . . . 

ALEXANDRA IVANOVNA. Not asked, indeed I Why, I am 
asking you ! He told me yesterday that the Gospels say, 
"Give to him that asketh of thee," But then in what 
sense is that meant ? 
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PBIEST. In ita plain sense, I suppose. 

ALEXANDRA tvAsorsA. And I think not in the plsin senM ; 
we have always been taught that everybody's position is 
appointed by God. 

PRIEST. Of course, but yet . . . 

alkxAndra ivinoYSA. Ob, yes. It's just as I was told ; 
you take his side, and that is wrong I I say so straight 
out. If some young school teacher, or some young lad, 
lickspittles to him, it's bad enough-^but you, in your 
position, should remember the responsibiUty that rests 
on you. 

PHTOT. I try to . . . 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. What sort of religion is it, when 
he does not go to church, and does not believe in the 
sacraments? And instead of bringing bim to his senses, 
you read Renan with him, and interpret the Gospels in a 
way of your own. 

pniEvr [aedtedhf] I cannot answer. I am, in &ct, 
upset, and will hold my tongue. 

ALExANnHA ivAnovna. Oh 1 If only I were your Bishop; 
I'd teach you to read Renan and smoke cigarettes. 

PETER sehy6novil-h. Maii eata, an nom du del. De quel 
droUf^ 

ALExiNnRA ivAnovna. Please don't teach me. I am 
sure the Reverend Father is not angry with me. What if 
I have spoken plainly. It would have been worse had I 
bottled up my anger. Isn't that so ? 

PRIEST. Forgive me if I have not expressed myself as I 
should. [Vneomfortable paiue]. 

Enter L^iba and Lua. L^uba, Mary Iwtnovna't daughter, 
ie a handtome energetic girl of Uveat^. Imo, Alexdndra 
Ivdnoma'e daughter, it a Utile older. Both haue kerchieft oh 
their keadt, and are carryiitg hatkett, to go gathering mutk- 
roomt. Thy greet Alexdndra Ivdtiomut, Peter Sem/dnovich, and 
the priett. 

' Bat do stop, for hMv«o's take. What right 1ut« 70a t 
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LYtJBA. Where is Mamma f 

Ai.K\ANDRA lYANovNA. Juut goiie to the baby. 

PETER $emv6novich. Now mind jou bring back plentj 
of mushrooms. A little village girl braugiit some lovely 
white ones this mornitig. I'd go with you myself, but it's 
too hot. 

LISA. Do come, Papa ! 

ALEXANDRA ivANovNA. ^'es, go, for you are gettiaJ 
too &t. 

PETER BEMvdNovicK, Well, perhaps I will, but 1 i 
first fetch some cigarettes. [£rii]. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovsa. Wherc are all the young ones 

Lvi^BA. Stydpa is cycling to the station, the tutor has 
gooe to town with papa. The little ones are pluying 
croquet, and VAnya is out there in the porch, playing 
with the dogs. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. WcII, hfls Sty6pa decided i 
anything ? 

uviIba. Yes. He has gone himself to band in 
cation to enter the Horse -GiiardR. He was horribly rndttfl 
to papa yesterday. 

ALEXANDRA IVANOVNA. Of course, it's hard i 
too. . . . /' n'y a jiru de patience qui lienne.^ The yoliBl 
man must begin tu live, and he is told to go and plough 11 

LVUBA. That's not what papa told him ; he sai 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. NevBt mind. Still Styopa muBt 
begin life, and whali-ver he ])roposes, it's all objected lo. 
But here he is himself. 

The Frieit steps anitfe, opens a book, and begins lo read. 
Enter SUfdpa cycling lomards ike verandah. 

alkxAndha IVANOVNA. Quottd mi parle du solmi on en uotf 
let rayons.^ We were just talking about you. Lydba 
says you were mde to your father. 

8Ty6pa. Not at all. There was nothing particul 
' There are limits to hnman cndoiance. 
' Spoak of tbo sun and joa aea its rajB. 
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He gave me his opinion, and 1 gave him mine. It is not 
my fault that our views differ, Lyilba, you know, under- 
stauds nothing, but must have her say atxiut everything. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Well, and what have you de- 
cided on ? 

STViiPA. 1 don't know what Pajw has decided. I'm 
afraid he does not quite know himself; but as for me, 1 
have decided to volunteer for the Horsc-Giiards. In our 
house some special objection is made to every step that is 
taken ; but this is all quite simple, I have finislied niy 
studies, and must serve my time. To enter a line 
regiment and serve with tipsy low-class oHicers would be 
unpleasant, and so I'm entering the Horse-Guards, where 
I have friends. 

ALEXANDRA ivANovNA. Yesj but why won't your father 
agree to it ? 

emdpA. Papa! What is the good of talking about 
him P He is now possessed by his tdie _fixe.^ He sees 
nothing but what he wants to see. He says military 
service is the basest kind of employment, and that there- 
fore one should not sei've, and so he won't give me any 
money. 

USA. No ! Stjopa. He did not say that ! You know 
I was present. He says that if you cannot avoid serving, 
you should go when you are called ; but that to volunteer, 
is to choose that kind of service of y()ur own free will. 

sTviPA. But it's I, not he, who is going to serve. He 
himself was in the army ! 

LISA. Yes, but he does not exactly say that he will not 
give you the money ; but that he cannot take part in an 
affair that is contrary to his convictions. 

styApa. Convictions have nothing to do with iL One 
must serve — and that's all! 

LISA. I only say what 1 heard. 

Kiied idea. 
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stv6pa. I know y»u always agree with Papa. Do you 
know, Aunt, that Lisa takcB Papa's side entirely id 
everything ? 

USA. What is true . . . 

ALEXANDRA iviiNOvNA. Oon't I luiow that Lisa ftlwajrs 
takes up with any kind of nonsense. She scents non- 
sense. EUtjiaire cela de lom.^ 

Enter Fdaya running in milk a lelegram in Air hamd, 
foUowed bi) the dagi. He wtart a Ted Mhirl. 

vAkya [to Ij/uba]. Guess who is coming? 

lyiIba. What's the use of gueHging ? Give it here [j^rvicA- 
ing knrardt Um. Fibn/a dott not let her have the telegram]. 

vAnya. I'll not give it you, and I wun't say who it is 
from. It's someone who makes you blush 1 

lyiIba. Nonsense ! Who is the telegram from ? 

vInya. There, you're blushing! Aunty, she is blushing, 
isn't she f 

lyiJba. What nonsense ! Who is it from ? Aunty, 
who is it from i 

albxAndra ivAnovna. The Cheremshiuovs. 

LYdBA. Ah ! 

vAnya. There you are ! Why are you blushing f 

LYiiBA. Let me see the telegram. Aunt. [Reads] " Ar- 
riving all three by the cnail train. Cheremslilnovs." 
That means the Princess, Boris, and TAnya. Well, I 
u>gL.dl 

viNYA. There you are, you're glad ! Sty6pa, look how 
she is blushing. 

styApa. That's enough — teasing over and over again. 

vAnya. Of course, because you're sweet on Tinya! 
You'd better cast lots ; for two men must not many one 
another's sisters.* 

' She icente it from af&i. 

■ In Rnuis the rclBtionehipe that are set np by mairlago 
debar a marriage bmwe«ii a woman'B broths r-ln- law and her 
sister- 
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styApa. Dun't humbug ! Shut up ! How often have 
you been told to ? 

USA. If they are coming by the mail train, they wQl be 
here directly. 

LVUDA. That's true, so we can't go for mushrooms. 

Enter Peter SenUfdnomcA mth kit cigarella. 

LVOBA. Uncle Peter, we are not going! 

PETER semyAnovich. Why not? 

LViiBA. The Cheremshinovs are coming directly. Better 
let's play tenuis till they come. Sty6pa, will you 
play? 

sTvdPA. I may as welt. 

Lvi^BA. Vinya and 1 against you and Lisa. Agreed ? 
Then I'll get the balls and call the boys. [Exit]. 

PETER semyAnovich. So I'm to stay here after all ! 

PRIEST [preparing to go]. My respects to you. 

ALEXANDRA ivANOVNA. No, Wait a bit. Father. I want 
to have a talt with you. Besides, Nicholas Ivinovich 
will be here directly. 

PRIEST [tiU donm, mid tights another cigarelle]. He may 
be a long time. 

ALEXANDRA IVANOVNA. There, someone is coming. 1 
expect it's he. 

PETER sehy6novick. Which Cheremshinova is it^ 
Cjin it be GolitKJn's daughter? 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Ycs, of courac. It's the Clierem- 
shdnova who lived in Rome with her aunt. 

PETER sEHv6Novt('ii. Dear me, I shall be ;;lud to see 
her. I have not met her since those days in Rome 
when she used to sing duets with nie. She sang beauti- 
ftilly. She has two chil<lren, has she not ? 

ALEXANDRA IVANOVNA. Yes, they are coming too. 

PETER sehy6novicii. I did not know that they were 
so intimate with the Saryntsovs, 

ALEXANDRA IVANOVNA. Not intimate, but they lodged 
together abroad last year, and 1 believe that la jtrvuxMte a 
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lies vues sur Lj/i'iha pour wn JUs. Cesl une Jine vioucke, ei 
Jlaire vnejalie dot.^ 

PETER seuv6novich. But the Cheremsh^iovs tliei 

I ivANovNA. They were. The prince 
living, but he has squandered everything, drinks, &nd has 
quite gone to the dogs. She petitioned the Emperor, 
left her husband, and bo managed to save a few scraps. 
But she has given her children a splendid education. 
// faut lui rendre celte juitke.* The daugliter is «n 
(idmirable musician; and the son has finished the 
University, and is channing. Only 1 don't think Mary . 
is quite pleased. Visitors are inconvenient just aow.^ 
Ah ! here comes Nicholaa. 

Enter Nickalat Ivdnovick. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicn. How d'you do, Alfna ; ' and you, 
I'eter Semydnovich. [To the Pneti] Ah ! Vasfly Nikan6- 
rych. \Shakes kantU ifilh them]. 

ALEXANDRA iviNovNA. There is still some coffee left. 
Shall I give you a cup ? It's rather cold, but can easily 
be warmed up. [Rings]. 

NICHOLAS ivAkovich. No, thank you. I have had b 
thing. Where is Mary ? 

ALEXANDRA rvANovNA. Feeding Baby. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. Is she quite well f 

ALEXANDRA IVANOVNA. Pretty welL Have you 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I havc. Yes. If there is any tei^ 
or coffee left, I will have some. [To Priat] Ah! you've 
brought the book back. Have you read it? I've been 
thinking about you all the way home. 

Enter man-iervant, mho bows. Nicholas Ivdnovich shaieg j 

' The princess bas bee eje on LjAba foi her son. She 
kcDwing one, wid scents a nice dowry. 
■ One muBt do her that much juatioe. 
* Alloa is an abbreTiation, and a pet name. Cor Alciindra. 
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hands mth Aim. Alexdndra Ivd»ovna thrugt her thouUen, 
arc/iaagmg gUmcet mth her htuband. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Re-heftt the umovAt, please. 

NICHOLAS ivj^ovich. That's not necessary, A Una. I 
don't really want any, and I'll drink it as it is. 

Mitsy, on teeing herjaiker, leave* her croquet, nou to Mm, 
and hangt ntund hit neck. 

MISSY. Papa ! Come with me. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich ^xtftuiKg her\ Yes, I'll come 
directly. Jnst let me eat sometbing first Go and ptay, 
and 111 soon come. 

£n(Afufy. 

Nichoiat Ivdnovich tU* dawn lo the table, and eati and 
drink* eagerly. 

ALEXANDRA ivInovna. Well, were they sentenced ? 

NICHOLAS IV Anovich. YesI They were. They themselves 
pleaded guilty. [To Prieil\ I thought you would not 
find Renan very convincing . . . 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. And you did not approve of the 
verdict i 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich \vtxed\. Of course I don't approve 
of it. [7*0 PrietC\ The main question for you is not 
Christ's divini^, or the history of Christianity, but the 
Church . . . 

alkzXndra niNovNA, Then how was it i Thof confessed 
their guilt, e( votu leur aeee donni im dimenti f * They did 
not steal them — but only took the wood ? 

NICH01.AS ivAnovicu [fvAo had begun talking lo the prieit, 
turn* retolutebf lo Alexdndra Ivdnovna\, Allna, my dear, 
do not pursue me with pinpricks and insinuations. 

ALEzLtnRA itAnovna. But not at all . . . 

NICHOLAS itAnovich. And if you really wont to know 
why I can't proseciite the peasants about the wood they 
needed and cut down . . , 

* And yon oontiadiotod them. 
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NovNA. I shoiiltl think they also need f 



tlii- 

NICHOLAS iVANOvirii. Well, if you want me to tell jou4 
why I can't agree with those people being shut up in prison, I 
and being tutally ruined, because they cut down ten treei I 
in a forest which is considered to be mine . . . 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Considered so by everybody. 

PRTER seuyAnovicii. Oh dear! Disputing again. 

NtcJ-ioLAa IvAnoviol. Even if i considered that forest 1 
mine, which I cannot do, we have 3O00 acres of fores^ 1 
with about 150 trees to the acre. In all, about 450,000 I 
trees — is that correct? Well, they have cut down ten I 
trees — that is, one IS-thousandth part 
while, and can one really decide, to tear a man away from I 
his family and put him in prison for that? 

«ty6pa. Ah ! but if you don't hold on to this one IS- 1 
thousandth, all the other 44,990 trees will very soon bel 
cut down also. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovick. But I only said Ihal i 
your aunt. In reality 1 have uo right to this forest. J 
Land belongs to everyone ; or rather, it can't bdotig to I 
anyone. We have never put any labour into this [anil. 

bty6i'a. No, but you saved money and preserved this i 

NICHOLAS jvANovicH. How did I get my savings ? What M 
enabled me to save up ? And I didn't preserve the forest J 
myself! However, this is a matter which can't be proved-l 
to anyone who does not himself feel ashamed when he J 
strikes at another man — 

sty<Spa. But no one is striking anybody I 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. Just as wlien a man feels no ' 
shame at taking toll &om others' labour without doin^ 
any work himself, you cannot prove to him that he 
ought to be ashamed ; and the object of all the Political 
]'-cononiy you learnt at the University is merely to justify , 
the false position in which we live. 
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styApa. On the contrary ; science destroyB All prejudices. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Howcver, all this is of no import- 
ance to me. What is important is that in Yeflm's^ place 
I should have acted ai be did, and I should have been 
desperate had I been imprisoned. And as I wish to do 
to others as I wish them to do to me — I cannot condemn 
him, but do what I can to save him. 

FCTER 8CMy6novich. But, if one goes on that line, one 
cannot possess anything. 

Alacdndra Itdmnma and Slydpa — 
^ / ALEXANDRA tvilNovNA. Then it is much more pro- 
|h I fitable to steal than to work. 

_*^ i arviPA. You never reply to one's arguments. 1 
o ^ I say that a man who saves, has a right to enjoy his 
^ I savings. 

NIL-KOLAS ivAnovicii [tmiling] I don't know which I am 
to reply to. [To Peter Senydnovich'] It's true. One 
should not possess anything. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. But if one should not possess 
anything, one can't have any clothes, nor even a crust of 
bread, but must give away everything, so that it's im- 
possible to live. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. And It should be imjKMuible to live 

stvApa. In other words, we must die I I'herefore, that 
teaching is unfit for Ufe, . . . 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. No. It b given just that men 
may live. Yes. One should give everything away. 
Not only the forest we do not use and hardly ever seei 
but even our clothes and our bread. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. What 1 And the children's too P 

NICHOLAS ivAnovicu. Ycs, the children's too. And not 
only our bread, but ourselves. Therein lies the whole 
teaching of Christ. One must strive with one's whole 
■trength to give oneself away, 

> Tefim was the pewont who bad out down the tret. 



:iz..i:, Google 



342 The Light Shines in Darkness 

8tv6pa. Thut means to die, 

NICHOLAS ivANovitH, Ves, eveii if you gave your life t 
j'our friend:), that would be splendid both for jou and fe^^ 
others. But the fact is tliat man is not solely a spirit, 
but a spirit within a body; and the tlesh draws him to 
live for itself, while the spirit of light draws him to 
live for God aod for others: and the life in each of us is 
not solely animal, but is equipoised between the two. But 
the more it is a life for God, the better; and the animal 
will not fail to take care of itself. 

sr\'6pA. Why choose a middle course : an equipoi^ 
between the two ? If it is right to do bo — why not g" 
away everything and die ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. That would be splendii]. Try ton 
do it, and it will be well both for you and for others. 

alex^Inora ivanovna. No, that is not clear, not simple^ 
Cat lirf pat let ckeoeux} 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Well, I can't help it, and it c«D*tl 
be explained by argimient. However, that is enough. 

sTViipA. Yes, quite enough, and I also don't undei 
stand it. [Exit\ 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich [tuna to Priest] Well, what i 
pression did the book make on you ? 

PRJEHT [a^taled] How shall 1 put it? Well, the 
historic part is insufficiently worked out, and it is not 
fully convincing, or let us say, quite reliable ; because the 
materials are, as a matter of fact, insufficient. Neither tfaej 
Divinity of Christ, nor His lack of Divinity, can be proved'! 
historically ; there is but one irrefragible proof. . 

During this conversation Jirst At ladies (md then PtA 
Setm/6novick go out. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. You mean the Church ? 

pittEsT. Well, of course, the Church, and the evidenc^l 
let's say, of reliable men — the Saints for instance. 

NICHOLAS rvANovicH. Of course, it would be excellent ifj 
I Tt'a loo Sue span. 
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there existed a set of infallible people to confide in. 
It would be very desirable ; but its desirability does not 
prove that they exist ! 

PRIEST. And I believe that just that it the proo£ The 
Lord could not in fact have exposed His law to the 
possibility of mutilation or misinterpretation, but must in 
fact have left a guardian of His truth to prevent that 
truth being mutilated. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Very well ; bot we first tried to 
prove the truth itself, and now we are tiying to prove the 
reliability of the guardian of the truth. 

PRIEST. Well here, as a matter of lact, we require &ith. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovicui Faith — yes, we need &ith. We 
can't do without faith. Not, however^ faith in what 
other people tell us, but faith in what we arrive at 
ourselves, by our own thought, our own reason . . . 
faith in God, and io true and everlasting life. 

PRIEST. Reason may deceive. Each of us has a different 

NICHOLAS itAnovich [Ao%] There, that Is the most 
terrible blasphemy ! God has given us just one sacred 
tool for finding the truth — the only thing that can unite 
us all, and we do not trust it ! 

PRIEST. How can we trust in itj when there are con- 
tradictions. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich, Where are the contradictions? 
That twice two ore four ; and that one should not do to 
others what one would not like oneself; and that every* 
thing has a cause ? Truths of that kind we all acknowledge 
because they accord with all our reason. But that God 
appeared on Mount Sinai to Moses, or that Buddha flew 
up on a sunbeam, or that Mahomet went up into the sky, 
and that Christ flew there also— <m matters of that kind 
we are all at varUoce. 

PRIEST. No, we are not at variance, those of us who abide 
in the truth are all united In one faith in God, Christ. 
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NICHOLAS 1VANOV1CH. No, evcn there, you are not united, | 
but liave all guue asunder ; so why should 1 believe you-g 
rather than I would helieve a Buddhist LamaP Ontj-'V 
because I happened to be born in your faith ^ 

[The tcTtnU playem di4iptile'\ " Out ! " " Not out ! " 
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DuriTig lilt conversation, meH-neruaiiU ftt the table again fan. 
tea and coffee. 

auiHiiUis ivANovicii. You say the Church unites. But, a 
the contrary, the wuret dissensions liave always been I 
caused by the Church. " How often would I have^| 
gathered you as a heii gathers her chickens." . . . 

PRIEST. 'I'hat was until Christ. But Christ did gather^ 
them all together. 

NiciiuLAs ivANoviL-ii, yt.'.s, Clirist united; but wc havCj 
divided: because we have understood him the wrong J 
way round. He destroyed all Churches. 

PRIEST. Did he not say: " Go, tell the Church." 

NICHOLAS ivaNovich. It js not a question of words 1] 
Besides those words doii't refer to what we call "Church." 
It is the spirit of the teaching that matters. Christ'sJ 
tenching is universal, and includes all religions, and does n 
not admit of anything exclusive; neither of the Resurrec- 
tion nor the Divinity of Christ, nor the Sacrament»^nor 
of anything that divides. 

PRIEST. That, as a matter of fact, if 1 may say s 
your own interpretation of Christ's teaching. But .J 
Christ's teaching is all I'ounded on His Divinity and | 
Resurrection. 

NICIIOL.AS ivAnovich. That's what is so dreadful about 
the Churches. They divide by declaring that they 
possess the full indubiUble and infallible truth. They 
say: " It has pleased us and the Holy Ghost." Thatbegan 
at the time of tlie first Council of the Apostles. They \ 
then began to maintain that they had the full and eiclusiee J 
truth. You see, if I say there is a God : the first c 
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of the Universe, everyone can agree witli me ; and tuch 
an ackiiowledgiuent of God will unite uh ; but if I say 
there is a. God ; firahwu, or Jehovah, or a Trinity, such 
a God divides us. Men wish tu unite, and to that end 
devise all means of union, but neglect tlie one indubitable 
means of union — the Heurch for truth ! It is ttii if people 
in an enormous building, where the light from above 
shone down into the centre, tried to unite in groups u: 
lamps in ilifierent curners. Instead of going towards tlie 
central light, where they would naturally all be united. 

PRIKST. And how are the j>euple to be guided — without 
any really definite truth ? 

Mi'iioLAS ivANovicH. That's what is terrible ! Each 
one of UB has to save hut onm soul, and has to do God's 
work himself, but instead of that we busy ourselves saving 
other people nud teaching tliem. And what do we teach 
them P We teach them now, at the end of the nineteenth 
century, that God creatcil the world in six days, then 
caused a flood, and put all the animals in an ark, and all 
the rest of the horrors and nonsense of the Old Testament. 
And then that Christ ordered everyone to be baptized 
with water ; and we make them believe in all the absurdity 
and meanness of an Atonement essential to salvation ; 
and then that he rose up into the heavens which do not 
really exist, and there sat down at the right hand of the 
Father. We have got used to all this, but really it is 
dreadful I A child, fresh and ready to receive all that is 
good and true, asks us what the world is, and what its 
laws are; and we, instead of revealing to him the 
teaching of love and truth that has been given to us, 
carefully ram into his head all sorts of horrible absurdities 
and meannesses, ascribing them all tu God. Is that not 
terrible? It is as great a crime a,s man can commit 
And we — you and your Church — do this ! Forgive me ! 

PRIEST. Yes, if one looks at Christ's teaching from a 
rationalistic point of view, it is so. 
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NinioLAS ivaNovicu. Whichever way ont looks, it ii 

Enter Alexdndra Ivdnmtia. Pnetl bows to take )ttt U 

ALEXANDRA ivANovNA. Good-bye. Father. He will lei 
you astray. Don't you listen to hin 

PHiEsr. No, Search the Scriptures! The matter i 
too importaut, as a matter of fact, to be — let's say — 
neglected. [Bxit\. 

ALEXANDRA iVAN'uVNA. Really, Nicholas, you- have nu 
pity on him ! Tiiuugh he is a priest, he is still only a boy, 
and can have no 6rai convictions or settled views. . . . 

NICHOLAS ivAnovicm. Givc hiic time to settle down uid 
petrify in falsehood ? No ! Why should 1 ? Besides, he 
is a good, sincere man. 

ALEjfANDRA ivANovNA. But what will become of him if 
he believes you ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. He need not believe me. But I 
he saw the truth, it would be well for him and for everj 

alkxAndra ivAnovna. If it were really ao good, everyone 
would be ready to believe you. As it is, no one believes 
you, and your wife least of all. She can't believe you. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Who told you that ? 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna, Well, just you try and explain 
to her! She will never understand, nor shall I, 
anyone else in the world, that one must care for otl 



people and abandon t 

eiplain that to Mary ! 

NrcitoLAs ivAnovich 

understand. Forgive 

for other people's iiifli 



I children. Go and t 



Ves, and Mary wiU . 
me, Alexandra, but if it were not 
:iice, to which she is very suscep- 
tible, she would understand me and go with me. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. To beggar your children for the 
sake of drunken Yefim and his sort? Never! But if I 
have made you angry, please forgive me. I can't he lp 
speaking out. 
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NICHOLAS iVANOVii-H. I am iiot aiigfj. Oti the contrary, 
I aiu even glad jou have spoken out and given me 
the opportunity — challengeJ me — to explain to Mary my 
whole outlook on life. On my way home to-tlay I was 
thinking of doing so, and I will speab to her at once ; and 
you will see that she will agree, because she is wise and 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Well, as to that, allow me to 
have my doubts. 

NICHOLAS iVANoviCH. But 1 have no doubts. For you 
know, this is not any invention of my own ; it is only 
what we all of us know, and what Christ revealed to us. 

alejiAnoha ivAnovna. Yes, you think Christ revealed 
this, but 1 think he revealed something else. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicn. It cannot be anything else. 

SkmtUfrom Ihe lettnU ground. 

ly6ba. Out ! 

vAkya. No, we saw it 

LIU. I know. It fell just here! 

LYdBA. Outl Out I Out! 

vAnya. It's not true. 

lviSba. For one thing, it's rude to say " It's not true." 

vAnva. And it's rude to say what is not true ! 

NICHOLAS IVANOVICH. Just wait a bit, and don't argue, 
but listen. Isn't it true that at any moment we may die, 
and either cease to exist, or go to God who expects us 
to live according to His will f 

alkkAndba ivAnovna. Well? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Well, what can I do in this life 
other than what the supreme judge in ray soul, my 
conscience — Go<l — requires of me ? And my conscience — 
God — requires that I should regard everybody as equal, 
love everybody, serve everybody. 

ALEXANDRA ivAvovNA. Your own children too? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Naturally, my own too, but obeying 
all that my conscience demands. Above all, that I 
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should understand that my life does not belong to tae — 
nor yours to yon — but to God, who sent us into tbe 
world and who requires that we should do His wilL And 
His will is . . . 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. And you think that you will 
persuade Mary of thb? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Certainly. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. And that she will give up edu- 
cating the children properly, and will abandon them ? 
Never ! 

NICHOLAS itAnovich. Not only will she understand, but 
you too will understand that it b the only thing to do. 

albxAndra ivAnovna. Never ! 

Enter Maty IvAmovtia. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Well, Mary! I didn't wake you 
this rooming, did I ? 

MARY ivAnovna. No, I was not asleep. And have you 
had a successful day.' 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Yes, very. 

MARY IVANOVNA. Why, your coffee b quite cold ! Why 
do you drink it like that ? By the way, we must prepare 
for our visitors. You know the Cheremshinovs tire 
coming? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Well, if you're glad to have them, I 
shall be very pleased. 

MARY IVANOVNA. I like her and her children, but they 
have chosen a rather inconvenient time for their visit. 

ALEXANDRA ivAndvna [mtng] Well, talk matters over 
with him, and I'll go and watch the tennis. 

A patue, then Mary Ivdnovna and Nicholat IvAnovich begm 
both taihng at once. 

MARY ivAnovna. It's inconvenient, because we must 
have a talk. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I was just saying to Aline . , . 

MARY IVANOVNA. What ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. No, you speak first 
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MARY [viInovna. Wcll, I wanted to have a talk with you 
about Stjriipa. After all, something mmtt be decided. 
He, poor fellow, feels depressed, and does not know what 
awaits him. He came to me, but how can I decide ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Why decide f He can decide for 
himself. 

MARY itAhovna. But, yoa know, be wants to enter the 
Horse-GuaMs as a volunteer, and in order to do that he 
must get you to countersign his papers, and he must also 
be in a position to keep himself; and you don't give him 
finything. [GeU acUed]. 

NICHOLAS nAsoncu. Mary, for heaven's sake don't get 
excited, but listen to me. 1 don't give or withhold 
anything. To enter military service of one's own free 
will, I consider either a stupid, insensate action, suitable 
for a savage if the man does not understand the evil of 
his action, or despicable if he does it from an interested 
motive. . . . 

MARY ivAnovna. But nowadays everything seems savage 
and stupid to you. After all, he must live ; you lived I 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich [gettn^ hrilahle] I lived when I did 
not understand ; and when nobody gave me good advice. 
However, it docs not depend on me but on him. 

MARY ivAnotna. How not on you ? It's you who don't 
give him an allowance, 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich, I can't give what is not mine t 

MAHV iyAnovna. Not yours ? What do yon mean i 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. The labour of others does not 
belong to me. To give him money, I must first take it 
from others. I have no right to do that, and I cannot do 
it ! As long as I manage the estate I must manage it as 
my conscience dictates ; and I cannot give the fruits of 
the tod of the overworked peasants to be spent on the 
debaucheries of Life-Guardsmen. Take over my property, 
and then I shall not be responsible ! 

MARY ivAnovna. You know veiy well that I don't want 
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to take it, and moreover I can't. I have to bring up the 
childreD, besides nursing them and bearing them. It is 
cruel I 

NicMoi^a ivAkovich. Mary, dear one 1 That is not the 
rosin thing. When you began to speak I too began and 
wanted to talk to you quite frankly. We must not go on 
like this. We are living together, but don't understand 
one another. Sometimes we even seem to misunderstand 
one another on purpose. 

MARY IVANOVKA. I want to understand, but I don't. No, 
I don't understand you. 1 do not know what has come 
to you. 

NICHOLAS iVitNaviCH. Well then, try and understand ! 
This may not be a convenient time, but heaven knows 
when we shall find a convenient time. Understand not 
me — but yourself: the meaning of your own life 1 We 
can't go on living like this without knowing what we are 
hving for. 

UARY ivAnovna. We have lived so, and lived very 
happily. [Noticing a look ofvexatioit on hiijiace] All right, 
all right, I am listening. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. YcE, I too Hvcd so~— that is to say, 
without thinking why I lived ; but a time came when 1 
was terror-struck. Well, here we are, living on other 
people's labour — making others work for us — bringing 
children into the world and bringing them up to do the 
same. Old age will come, and death, and I shall ask 
myself: "Why have I Uved?" In order to breed more 
parasites like myself P And, above all, we do not even 
enjoy this Ufe. It is only endurable, you know, while, like 
Vinya, you overflow with life's energy. 

MARY tvAnovna. But everybody lives like thaL 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. And they are all unhappy. 

MARY ivAnovna. Not at all. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Anyhow, I saw that I was terribly 
unhapjty, and that I made you and the children unhappy. 
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(iiid I asked myself; " Is it possible that God created us 
for this end ? " And as soon as I thought of it, 1 felt at 
once that he had not. I asked myself: " What, then, has 
God created us for ? " 

Enter Man-tervanl. 

MARY ivAnovna [Not listening to her hiuband, liirtu to 
Servant"] Bring some boiled cream. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Aiid in the Gospels I found the 
answer, that we certainly should not live for our own sake. 
That revealed itself to me very clearly once, when I was 
pondering over the parable of the labourers in the vine- 
yard. You know ? 

MAHY rvANovNA. Yes, the labourers. 

NICHOLAS ivANOvicH. That parable seemed to show me 
more clearly than anything else where my mistake had 
been. Like those labourers I had thought that the vine- 
yard was my own, and that my life was my own, and 
everything seemed dreadful; but as soon as J had under- 
stood that my life is not my own, but that I am sent into 
the world to do the will of God . . . 

HARV IVANOVNA. But what of it? We all know that ! 

NICHOLAS IVANOVICH. Well, if wc know it we cannot go 
on living as we are doing, for our whole life — far from 
being a fulfilment of His will — is, on the contrary, a 
continual transgression of it. 

MABY ivAnovna. But how is it a transgression — when 
we live without doing harm to anyone ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. But are we doing no harm P Such 
an outlook on life is just like that of those labourers. 
Why we . . . 

MARY ivAnovna. Yes, I know the parable — and that he 
paid them all equally. 

NICHOLAS IVANOVICH [after a pause] No, it's not that. 
But do, Mary, consider one thing— that we have only one 
life, and can live it well, or can waste it. 

MARY ivAhuvna. I can't think and argue 1 I don't sleep 
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at night ; I am nursing. I have to manage the whole 
house, and instead of helping me, jou aa.y things to me 
that I don't understand. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Mar; ! 

HARY ivjInovna. And now these visitors. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. No, let us come to an understanding. 
[Kittet her] Shan't we i 

MARY ivAnovna. Yes, only be like you used to be. 

NICHOLAS ivjInovicii. I cnn't, but now listen. 

The tomtd of belit and an approachmg velacie are 
heard, 

MARY iyAnovna. I can't now — they have arrived ! I 
must go to meet them. [Eat behxnd corner of houxe. 
StyApa and LofibafoUoni her\ 

vanya. We shan't abandon it ; we must finish the game 
later. Well, Lyflba, what now ? 

lyiIba [terioHtly] No nonsense, please. 

Alexdndra Iv<tnoena, with her hutband and Lua, come oni 
on to the verandah. Nicholoi Ivdnookh pacet itp and down 
tvrapt in thought. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Well, hare you convinced her ? 

NICHOLAS ivilNovicH. Alina, what is going on betiveen 
us is very important. Jokes are out of place. It is not 
1 who am convincing her, but life, truth, God : they are 
convincing her — therefore she cannot help being con- 
vinced, if not to-day then to-morrow, if not to-morrow . . . 
It is BwAil that no one ever has time. Who is it that 
has just come i 

PETER SEHY^NoviCH. It's the Cheremshinovs. Catiche 
Cheremshinov, whom I have not met for eighteen years. 
The last time I saw her we sang together: "La ci darem 
la mano." [Stn^«]. 

alezAnora ivAnovna. Please don't interrupt us, and 
don't imagine that I shall quarrel with Nicholas. I am 
telling the truth. [To Nicholat IvAtovich] I am not joking 
at all, but it seemed to me strange that you wanted to 
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convince M&ry just when she bad m&de up her mind 
to have ft out with jou ! 

NICHOLAS ivXnovich. Very well, very weH. They 
are coming. Please tell Maiy I shall be in my 
room. [£m'l 



jbyGoogIc 



ACT II 

Scene I 
In the tame eottnlry-houte, a meek lattr. The wcene rrpre- 
senlt a large dining-halt. The table u UUdJor tea and coffee, 
with a tamovdr. A grand piano and a nuuic-ttaiid are bg the 
nail. Mary Ivdnovna, the Prmceu and PHer Sepufdnonck 
are teated at the t^te. 

PETER BBHvdNOviCM. Ah, Princess, it does not seem so 
long ago since you were singing Rosina's part, and I . . . 
though nowadajs I am not fit even for a Don Basilio. 

pRrNcEBS. Our children might do the singing now, but 
times have changed. 

PETER sEMvdNovicH. Ycs, thcsc are matter-of-fact times 
, . . But your daughter plays really seriously and welL 
Where are the young folk ? Not asleep still, surely ? 

MARY ivAnovna. Yes, they went out riding by moonlight 
last night, and returned very late. I was nursing baby 
and heard them. 

PETER sEHvdNovicH. And when will my better-half be 
back ? Have you sent the coachman for her ? 

MARY ivAnovna, Yes, they went for her quite early; 
I expect she will be here soon. 

PRINCESS. Did Alexandra Ivitiovna really go on purpose 
to fetch Father Ger^im f 

MARY ivANovNA. Yes, the idea occurred to her yesterday, 
and she was off at once. 

. Quelle inergie 1 J e I' admire.^ 

I What energy, I do admire ber. 
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PETPH kemvAnovich. Ok, povF cect, ce n'esl pas ja ^ni noii.i 
mnni^Me.' [Ta/iei out a cigarj But I will go and have « 
smoke and take a stroll through the park with the dogs 
till the joung people are up, [£ri(]. 

PBiNCEBs. I don't know, dear Mary Ivanovna, whether 
I »m right, but it seems to me that you take it all too 
much to heart. I understand him. He is in a very 
exalted state of mind. Well, even supposing he does 
give to the poor? Don't we anyway think too much 
about ourselves? 

HARV ivAnovna. Yes, if that were all, but you don't 
know him ; nor all he is after. It is not simply helping 
the poor, but a complete revolution, the dt^truction of 
every t hi tig. 

PRINCESS, I do not wish to intrude into your family life, 
but if you will allow me . . . 

MAHY tvANovNA. Not at all — I look upon you as one of 
the family — especially now. 

PRINCESS. 1 should advise you to put your demands to 
him openly and frankly, and to come to an agreement as 
to the limits. . . . 

UARY iVANovNA [e.rcitedlff'l There are no limits I He 
wants to give away everything. He wishes me now, at 
my age, to become a cook and a washerwoman. 

PRINCESS. No, is it possible '. That is extraordinary. 

KA8V IVANOVNA [loief a letter out of her pockei\ We are 
by ourselves and f am glad to tell you all about it. He 
wrote me this letter yesterday. ! will read it to you. 

PRINCESS. What ? He lives in the same house with 
you, and writes you letters ? How strange ! 

MARV ivAnovna. No, I understand him there. He gets 
so excited when he speaks. I have for some time past 
felt anxious about his health. 

PRINCESS. What did he write ? 

Hahv ivAnovna. This \reading\ " You reproach me for 
' Ob, ai f or Ba that goes, we are not laokiag. 
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upsetting our tormer way of life, and for not giving you 
anything new in exchange, and not sapng how I should 
like to arrange our family affairs. When we begin to 
discuss it we both get excited, and that's why I am 
writing to you, I have often told you already why I 
cannot continue to live as we have been doing ; and I 
cannot, in a letter, show you why that is so, nor why we 
must live in accord to Christ's teaching. You can do one 
of two things : either believe in the truth and voluntarily 
go with me, or believe in me and trusting yourself 
entirely to me — follow me." {Slop* reading] I can do 
neither the one nor the other. I do not consider it 
necessary to live as he wishes us to. I have to consider 
the children, and I cannot rely on him. [/trad*] " My 
plan is this : We shall give our land to the peasants, re- 
taining only 135 acres besides the orchards and kitchen- 
garden and the meadow by the river. We will try to 
work ourselves, but will not force one another, nor the 
children. What we keep should still bring us in about 
£50 a year," 

PRINCESS. Live on £50 a year — with seven children ! Is 
it possible ! 

MARY ivAnovna. Well, here follows his whole plan : to 
give up the house and have it turned into a school, and 
ourselves to live in the gardener's two-roomed cottage. 

PRtNCGSs. Yes, now I begin to see that there is some- 
thing abnormal about it. What did you answer ? 

IIARY ivAnovna. I told him 1 couldn't; that were I 
alone I would follow him anywhere, but I have the 
children. . . . Only think! I am still nursing little 
Nicholas. I tell him we can't break up everything like 
that. After all, was that what I agreed to when I 
married? And now I am no longer young or strong. 
Think what it has meant to bear and nurse nine children. 

PRINCESS. 1 never dreamed that things had gone so fiu". 

MARY ivAnovma. That is how things are and 1 don't 



jbyGoogIc 




The Light Shines in Darkness 357 

know what will happen. Yesterday he excused the 
Dmftrovka peasants their rent ; and he wants to give the 
land to them altogether. 

PRINCE!<8. 1 do not think jou should allow it. It is 
your duty to protect your children. If he cannot deal 
with the estate, let him hand it over to you. 

MARY IVANOTNA. But I don't want that. 

PRINCESS. Y'ou ought to take It for the children's sake. 
Let him transfer the property to you, 

UARV ivAnovna. My sister Alcxdndra told him so ; but 
he says he has no right to do it ; and that the land 
belongs to those who work it, and that it is his duty to 
give it to the peasants. 

puiNCEsa. Yes, now I see that the matter is 
serious than I thought. 

MARY iv^NOVNA. And the Priest! The Priest takes his 



:, 1 noticed that yesterday. 

HARY tviNovNA. That's why my sister has gone to 
Moscow. She wanted to talk things over with a lawyer, 
but chiefly she went to fetch Father Gerisim that he may 
bring his influence to bear. 

PRINCESS. Ye.s, I do not think that Christianity calls 
upon us to ruin our families. 

MARY ivAnovna. But he will not believe even Father 
Gerdsim, He is so firm ; and when he talks, you know, 1 
can't answer him. That's what is so terrible, that it 
seems to me he is right. 

i-nmcEss. That is because you love him. 

MARY ivAnovna. I don't know, but it's terrible, and 
everything remains unsettled — and that is Christiamty ! 

[Enter Nurse]. 

NURSE. Will you please come. Little Nicholas has 
woke up and is crying for you. 

Directly! Whei 
Coming, coming 



HARY ivAi 
stomach ache. 
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NichalM Ivdnovick enters by aaolhtr door, wUk a paper tM 
Ui hand. 

B iv^NoviCH. No, this is impossible I 
f ivAnovna. What has happened ? 

s tvANovtcH. Why, Peter is to be imprisoned tm 
account of some wretched pine-trees of ours. 

HAHY ivAnovna. How's that? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Quite simply ! He cut it down, and 
thejr informed the Justice of Peace, and he has sentenced 
him to three months' imprisonment. His wife has come 
about it. 

IIARV ivAndvna. Well, and can't anything be done ? 

NICHOLAS ivANOTicH. Not now. The only way is not to 
possess any forest. And I will not possess any. Wbat is 
one to do ? I shall, however, go and see whether what we 
have done can be remedied. [Goet oul on lo the verandah 
and meet* BorU and Lyuba'\. 

uviBA. Good morning, papa [kittei Aim], where are you 
going? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I havc just returned from the 
village and am going back again. They are just dragging 
n hungry man to prison because he . . . 

lyOba. I suppose it's Peter ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Ycs, Pctcr. [ExUifoUonied bif Mary 
/vdnoima]. 

LYi^sA [sitt dotal in Jront of Mamoiidr'\ Will you have tea 

fioiiis. I don't mind. 

LVi^BA. It's always the same, and I see no end to it ! 

Honis. I don't understand him. I know the people are 
poor and ignorant and must be helped, but not by en- 
couraging thieves. 

LvdBA. But how ? 

borIs. By our whole activity. By using all our know- 
ledge in their service, but not by sacrificing one's own 
life. 
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L^'OuA. And jiapa says, that that is just what is wanted. 

hor(s, 1 don't iindtrstand. One can serve the people 
without ruining one's own life. That is the way I want 
to arrange my lite. If only you . . . 

lyOba, I want what you want, and am not afraid of 
anything. 

borIs. How about those earrings — that dress , . . 

lvOba. The earrings can be sold and the dresses must 
be different, but one need not make oneself quite a guy. 

Bonis. I should like to have another talk with him. 
Do you ttiink 1 should disturb him if I followed him to 
the village? 

LYiJBA. Nut at all. I see he has grown fond of you, 
and he addressed himself chiefly to you last night. 

BORfs Ifinufui kit cofee] Well, I'll go then. 

LYtJBA, Yes, do, and I'll go and wake Lisa and Ttliiya. 



ScENa S 

Village street. Ivdn ZyAbrev, covered wUh a fheepaklii coal, 
is /yiag mar a hul. 

[v^N zvAbrev. Mal^hka ! 

A linif girl comet out of the hut trilh a babi/ in her armt. 
The babtj u crying. 

IVAN zvabrev. Get me a drink of water. 

Maldxhka goes back into the hul, from where the bal>i/ ran be 
heard acreatidng. She bringi a bowl of mater. 

ivAn zyAbrcv. Why do you always beat the youngster 
and make him howl ? I'll tell mother. 

malahhka. Tell her then. It's hunger makes him 
howl I 
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ivAn zvisRKV [dHnts] You should go snd ask the 
D^kins for some milk. 

halAskka. I went, but there wasn't any. And there 
wafl no one at home. 

ivAn zyAbrev. Oh ! if only I could die ! Have they 
rung for dinner } 

halXshea. They have. Here's the master coming. 

EnUr Nichalat Ivdiiovkk. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Why have you come out here ? 

ivAn ssyAbrev. Too many flies in there, and it's too hot. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Then you're warm now ? 

ivAn zyAbrev. Yes, now I'm burning all over. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. And where is Peter? Is he «t 
home? 

ivAn zyAbrev. At home, at this time ? Why, he's gone 
to the field to cart the com. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. And I hear that they want to put 
hjm in prison. 

ivAn zyAbret. That's so, the Policeman has gone to the 
field for him. 

Enter a pregnanl Woman, carrying a AeaJ of oatt and a 
raie. She immediately hilt Maldthia on the back of the head, 

WOMAN. What d'you mean by leaving the baby ? Don't 
you hear him howling ! Running about the streets is all 
yoti know. 

malAshka \honiling\ I've only just come out. Daddy 
wanted a drink. 

WOMAN. I'll give it you. [She leet the land-otmer, N. I. 
Sar^lsov] Good-day, sir. Children are a trouble I I'm 
quite done up, everything on my shoulders, and now 
they're taking our only worker to prison, and this lout is 
sprawling about here. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. What ore you saying? He's 
quite ill ! 

WOMAN. He's ill, and what about me? Am I not ill? 
When it's work, he's ill ; but to merry'^nake or pull my 
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hair out, he's not too ill. Let him die like a hound! 
What do I care? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich, How can you say such wicked 
things f 

WOMAN. I know it's R sin ; but I can't subdue ray heart. 
I'm expecting another child, and I have to work for two- 
Other people have their harvest in already, and we have 
not mowed a quarter of our oats yet I ought to finish 
binding the sheaves, but can't I had to corae aud see 
what the children were about 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. The oats shall be cut — I'll hire 
someone, and to bind the sheaves too. 

WOMAN. Oh, binding's nothing. I can do that myself, 
ifit'sonly mown down quick. What d'you think, Nicholas 
IvAnovich, will he die ? He is very ill ! 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I don't know. But he really is 
very ill. I think we must send him to the hospital. 

WOMAN. Oh God ! [Begtut to cry] Don't take him away, 
let him die here.* [To ker husband, who vOen Mam^mg\ 
What's the matter? 

ivAn zyAbrev. I want to go to the hospital. Here I'm 
treated worse than a dog. 

WOMAN. Well, I don't know. I've lost my bead. 
MaUahka, get dinner ready. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. What have you for dinner P 

WOMAN. What? Why, potatoes and bread, and not 
enough of that. [Entert hui. A pig tquealt, and children 
are crying intide], 

ivAn zvAbrbv [groaiu] Oh Lord, if I could but die I 

Enter BotU. 

borIs. Can I be of any use ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovicii. Here no one can be of use to 
another. The evil is too deeply rooted. Here we can 
only be of use to ourselves, by seeing on what we build 
in, for all hu ronghUGH, U lOTiy to put from her 
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our linppiness. Here is a family: five children, the 1 

pregnant, the husbiind iJl, notfaing but potatot 

and at this momeot the question is being decided whetl 

they are to have enough to eat next year or not, 

is not possible. How can one help? Suppose I hire] 

labourer; who will he be? Just such another man 

who has given up his farming, from drink or from v 

borIs. Excuse mc, but if so, what are you doing herer 

NICHOLAS iVANovicH, I am learning my own position. 
Finding out who weeds our gardens, builds our houses, 
makes our garments, and feeds aod clothes us. [PeajttfiJjr 
with scythet and nirmten milk rates pan* bi/ and bow. 
Nicholas Iixinovich, slopping one of Ike Peajiaats] Em " 
won't you take on the job of carting for these people " 

ERHfL [ahaket his head] I would with all my heart, but I 
can't possibly do it, 1 haven't carted my own yet. We 
are off now to do some carting. But is Ivin dying? 

ANOTHER PEASANT. Here's Sebastian, he may take od 
the job. I say. Daddy Sebastian ! They want a n 
get the oats in. 

aEBAariAN. Take the job on yourself. At this time K 
year one day's work brings a year's food. [The Peasa* 
patsoa']. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. They are all half-starved ; 
have only bread and water, they are ill, and many of thei 
are old. That old man, for instance, is ruptured and. is 
suffering, and yet he works from four in the morning to 
ten at night, though he is only half alive. Aud we? Is 
it possible, realising all this, to live quietly and consider 
oneself a Christian? Or let alone a Christian — simply 
not a beast P 

Bonis. But what can one do ? 

NicTioLAs ivAnovicii. Not take part in this evU, 
own the land, nor devour the fruits of their labour, 
this can be arranged, I don't yet know. The fact of tJ 
matter is — at any rate it was so with me — I lived and il 




The Light Shines in Darkness 

not realise how I was living, I did not realise that i am 
a son of God and that we are all sons of God — and all 
brothers. But as soon as 1 realised it— realised that we 
have all an equal right to live — my whole life was turned 
upside down. But I cannot explain it to you now. I will 
only tell you this : I was blind, just as my people at home 
are, but now my eyes are opened and 1 cann()t help 
seeing; and seeing it all, I can't continue to live in such 
a way. However, that will keep till later. Now we 
must see what can be done. 

Enter Policeman, Prier, hit wife, and beiy. 

PETER [falls at Nicholas Ivdnoi'ich't feel] Forgive me, for 
the Lord's sake, or I'm ruined. How can the woman get 
in the harvests If at least I might be bailed out. 

NICHOLAS iv.iNovicn, I will go and write a petition for 
you. [To Policeman] Can't you let him remain here for 
the present ? 

POLICEMAN. Our orders are to take him to the police- 
station now. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicn [lo Pclev] Well then go, and I'll do 
what I can. This is evidently my doing. How can one 
go on living like this? [£nf], 

Curtain. 



SCENB S 

In Ike tame counlnf-houie. It if raining outtide. A 
drawing-room with a grand piano. Tfrnyn hiu jutt JinitAed 
placing a ironata of Schiimannf and is aiding at the piano. 
Sty6pa u standing hff l/ie piano. Boris Li titling. Lyuha, 
Lita, Milrofdn Ermilych and the young Priest are all 
ttirred by the mutic. 

lyi5ba. That andante ! Isn't it lovely ! 
BTvApA. No, the scherso. Though really the whole of 
it is beautiful. 
USA, Very fine. 




364 The Light Shines in Darkness 

aT^-6i'A. But I hod no idea jou were such an artist. It 
is real masterly play. Evidently the difficulties no longer 
exist for you, and you think only of the feeling, and 
express it with wonderful delicacy, 

LYiiBA. Yes, and with dignity. 

t6nva. While / felt that it was not at all what I meant 
it to be. A great deal remained unexpressed. 

USA. What could be better? It was wonderful. 

lyOba. Schumann is good, but all the same Chopin 
takes a stronger bold of one's heart. 

sty6pa. He is more lyrical. 

t6nva. There is no comparison. 

lvcjba. Do you remember his prelude? 

t6nya. Oh, the one called the George Sand prelode ? 
[Plt^i the commencemeni\. 

LYOBA. No, not that one. That is very fine, but so 
hackneyed. Do play this one. [Tfytya fiU^M what the 
cim of it, and then break* off]. 

t6nva. Oh, that is a lovely thing. There is something 
elemental about it — older than creation. 

btv6pa [laugh*] Yes, yes. Do play it But no, you 
are too tired. As it is, we have had a delightful morning, 
thanks to you. 

T6m'A [rue* and look* out of rnndom] There are some 
more peasants waiting outside. 

LYUBA. That is why music is so precious. I understand 
Saul. 1'hough I'm not tormented by devils, I still under- 
stand him. No other art can make one so forget every- 
thing else as music docs. \_Approache* the tamdom. To 
PeatanU] Whom do you want? 

PEASANTS. We have been sent to speak to Nicholas 
Ivinovich. 

lyOba. He is not in. You must wait. 

t6nya. And yet you are marrying Boris who under- 
stands nothing about music. 

LYi^BA. Oh, surely not. 
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bobIs [abtenlbf] Music? Oh no. I like muBJc, or 
rather I don't dislike it. Only I prefer something simpler 
—1 like songs. 

t6nva. But is not this sonat« lovely? 

DORfs. The chief thing is, that it is not important ; and 
it rather hurts me, when I think of the lives men live, 
that so much importance is attached to music. 

Th^ all eat ticeetmealt, mhick are ttandmg on the lable. 

LISA. How nice it is to have a fianc^ here and sweet- 
meats provided t 

Bonfs. Oh that is not my doing. It's mamma's. 

t6nya. An<! quite right too. 

lyOba. Music is precious because it seises us, takes 
possession of us, and carries us away from reality. Every- 
thing seemed gloomy till you suddenly began to play, 
and really it has made everything brighter. 

LIS*. And Chopin's valses. They are hackneyed, but 
all the same . . • 

TdNYA. This . . . [>%»]. 

EaUr Nicholat ledtumich. He greeU BorU, T6tu/a, 
Stydpa, Lua, Mitrofdit Ernuiyck and Me Priett. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Where's mamma ? 

lvOba. I think she's in the nursery, 

Stgdpa calls Ike Man-tervanl. 

lvi3ba. Papa, how wonderfully TAnya plays 1 And 
where have you been ? 

xiciioLAS ivAnovick. In the village. 

Enter tenant, Afandtg. 

sty6pa. Bring another samovAr. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich [greett the Man-servaitl, and thaket 
kanih mith Aiin'] Good-day, \Senianl becomet confiittd. 
Exit Servtml. Nickoiat Iwbtovick alto goet off]. 

■ People (bake bauds mncb mors often in Rossia tban in 
England, bat It is qaite UDOsaal to shake hands with a BerTant, 
and Nicholas iTinoTlcb do«i It in oonseqaBnoe of bU belief that all 
men arebrotbenk 
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stv6pa. Poor Afandsy! He was terribly tonfused. I 
can't understand papa. It is as if we were guilty of 
something. 

Enter NichoUu hdjurvkh. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. I was goliig back to my 
without liaviiig told you what I feel. (To T6tiga) If Mfhmt 
I say should offend you — who are our guest — forgive me, 
but I cannot help saying it. You, Lisa, say that Tonya 
plays well. All you here, seven or eight healthy young 
nien and women, have slept till ten o'clock, have eaten 
and drunk and are still eating; and you play and discuss 
music : while there, where I have just been, they were 
all up ut three in the morning, and those who pastured 
the horses at night have not slept ut alt ; and old and 
young, the sick and the weak, children and Tiursing- 
mothers and pregnant women are working to the utmoebr 
limits of their strength, so that we here may consum 
fruits of their labour. Nor is that alL At this 
moment, one of them, the only breadwinner of a fami^ 
is being dragged to prison because he has cut down 
of a hundred thousand pine-trees that grow in the forea 
that is called inine. And we here, washed and clothe* 
having left the slops in our bedrooms to be cleaned 1 
by slaves, eat and drink and discuss Schumann 
Chopin and wliich of them moves us most or best c 
our ennui f That is what I was thinking when I 1 
you, so I have spoken. Consider, is it |>o9Hib!e to ] 
on living in this way ? [Slanilf great^ af^taled\. 

LISA. True, quite true ! 

lyiIba. If one lets oneself think about it, 1 



liv 



sTvdpA. Why P I don't see why the fact that peopUlfl 
.re poor should prevent one talking about Sehumam 
rhe one docs not exclude the other. If one . . . 

NICHOLAS ivXnovici{ [aiigrilij] If one has no heart, 
ine is made of wood . , . 
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bty6pa. Well, I'll hold my tongue. 

t6nya. It is a terrible problem ; it is the problem of 
our day; and we should not be afraid of it, but look it 
straight in the face, in order to solve it. 

NicHoijis ivAnovich. We cannot wait for the problem 
to be solved by public measures. Every one of us must 
die — if not to-day, then to-roorrow. How can I live 
without suffering from this internal discord ? 

Bonis. Of course there is only one way ; that is, not 
to take part in it at all. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Well, forgive me if I have hurt 
you. I could not help saying what I felt. [£zil]. 

sty6pa. Not take part in it? But our whole life is 
Ixiund up with it. 

BORfs. That is why he says that the first step is to 
possess no property ; to change our whole way of life and 
live so as not to be served by others but to serve others. 

t6nya. Well, I see yon have quite gone over to 
Nicholas Iviiiovich's side. 

Bonis. Yes, I now understand it for the first time — after 
what I saw In the village. . . . You need only take oft' 
the spectacles through which we are accustomed to look 
at the life of the people, to realise at once the connection 
between their sufferings and our pleasures — that is 
enough ! 

mithofAn ERMfLYCH. Yes, but the remedy does not 
consist in ruining one's own life. 

n^6pA. It is surprising how Mitroftn Ermllych and I, 
though we usually stand poles asunder, come to the same 
conclusion : those are my very words, " not ruin one's 
own life." 

Bonis. Naturally ! You both of you wish to lead a 
pleasant life, and therefore want life arranged so as to 
ensure that pleasant life for you. [To Sl^dpd] You wish to 
maintain the present system, while Mitrofin Ennllych 
wants to establish a new one. 
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Lyiba and Timya mkisper togelMer. Tdaya goet to At 
piano and pla^t a nocturne by Chopin. General tiiemee. 

fa\6PA. That's splendid ; that solves everything. 

borIs. It obscures and postpones everything • 

WtdU TAnya it playing, Mary Ivdnovna and the Prineeu 
enter quietly and til down to litlen. 

Before the end of the naclame carriage beUt are heard 

LvtiBA, It is Aunt. [Goet to meet her]. 

The mtuic continuet. Enter Alexdndra Ivdnovna, Faiker 
Gerdtim [a prietl tvilh a croti round hit neci) and a Notary. 
Ml rite. 

FATHER OEBisiH. Please go on, it is very pleasaat. 

The Princett approachet to receive hit bletting, ami the 
l/oung Priest does the tame. 

ALExiNDHA ivAnovna. I have done exactly what I said I 
would do. I found Father Gerisim, and jou see I have 
persuaded him to come — he was on his way to Koursk — 
so I have done my part; and here is the Notary. He 
has got the deed ready ; it only needs signing. 

MARY ivAnovna. Won't you have some lunch ? 

Notary putt dozen hitpapert on the table, and exit. 

MAHv ivAnovna. I am very grateful to Father Ger&sim. 

FATHER oehAsim. What else could I do — though it was 
out of my way — yet as a Christian I considered it my 
duly to visit him, 

Alexdndra Ivdnovna tthitpert to the young people. Th^ 
contuU together and go out on to the verandah, all except 
Borit. The young Prietl alto wantt to go. 

FATHER oerAsih.* No. Vou as a pastor and spiritual 
&ther must remain here ! You may benefit by it yourself, 
and may be of use to others. Stay here, if Mary 
Iv&novna has no objection. 

HARv ivAnovna. No, I am as fond of Father Vastly as 
1 tlie linN of Uio oelobraled 
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if he were one of the family. I have even consulted 
him; but being so joung he has not much authority. 

fATHEB nEBAsiM. Naturally, naturally. 

ALEXANDRA iviNovNA [appntochiig] Well, you see now. 
Father Gerisim, that you are the only person who can 
help and can bring him to reason. He is a clever, well- 
read man, but learning, you know, can only do harm. He 
is suffering from some sort of delusion. He maintaifib 
that the Christian law forbids a man to owu any property ; 
but how is that possible f 

FATHER oerAsim. Temptation, spiritual pride, self-will! 
'riie Fathers of the Church have answered the question 
satisfactorily. But how did this befall him f 

MAiiv ivANovNA. Well, to tell you everything . . . when 
we married he was quite indifferent to religion, and 
we lived so, and lived happily, during onr best years — tlie 
first twenty years. Then he began to reflect. Perhaps 
he was influenced by his sister, or by what he read. 
Anyhow, he began thinking and rending the Gospels, 
and then suddenly he grew extremely religious, began 
going to church and visiting the monks, llien all at 
once he gave all this up and changed his way of life 
completely. He began doing manual labour, would not 
let the servants wait on him, and above all he is now 
giving away his property. He yesterday gave away a 
forest — both the trees and land. It frightens me, for 1 
have seven children. Do talk to him. I'll go and ask 
him whether he will see you. [Exit]. 

FATHER GERit.ilM. Nowadays many are falling away. 
And is the estate his or his wife's? 

PRINCESS, His ! That's what is so unfortunate. 

K.^TiiETi OERitsiM. And what is his official rank ? 

HiiiNCESs. His rank is not high. Only that of a cavalry 
captain, I believe. He was once in the army. 

FATHER oerAsih. There are many who turn aside in 
that way. In Odessa there was a lady who was carried 
3 A 
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away liy Spirittialism and began to do much harm. But ■> 
the same, God enabled us to lead her back to the Chur^. I 

PHiNcesa. The chief thing, please understaad, is that a 
son is abotit to marry his daughter. I have given n 
consent, but the girl is used to luxury and should there- 
fore be provided for, and not have to depend entirely o 
my son. Iliough I admit he is a hard-working and i 
t^sceptiona! young man. 

Enter Mary Ivdtiovna and Nicholat Ii-dnovich. 

MdioLAa tvANovicii. How d'you do, Princess? How 
d'you do? [To Father Geriiwm] I beg your pardon. I 
don't know your namc.^ 

PATiiGR oERAam. Do you not wish to receive? i 
blessing i 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich, No, I don't, 

FATHER oerAsim. My name is Ger^im S6dorovitc 
Very pleased tt» meet you. 

Men-servantf bring lunch and mne. 

FATHER (jerAsih. Pleasant weather, and good for 1 
harvest, 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. 1 Eupposc you came, at AlexindM 
IvAnovna's invitation, to divert me from my errors and 
direct me in the path of truth. If that is so, don't let 
us beat about the bush, but let u.s get to business at once. 
I do not deny that I disagree with the teaching of the 
Church. I used to agree with it, and then left off doi 
so. But with my whole heart I wish to be in the tniS 
and will at once accept it if you show it to me. 

FATEiER berAsim. How is it yon say you don't believe 
the teaching of the Church ? What is there to believe 
in, if uot the Church ? 

NICHOLAS jvAnovich. God and His law, givei 
the G as]) els. 

> He knows that the priest ii Father Qentiiira, but wishes I 
address htm not ai a priest, but bj his Christian i 
palronjmic, as one gentleman woald nsuall}! address aDother, 
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FATHER gerAsim. Thp Church teaches that very taw. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. If it did so, I should believe in the 
Church, but unfortunately it teaches the contrary. 

FATHER gerAbih. The Church cannot teach the contrary, 
because it was established by the Lord himself. It is 
written, " I give you power," and, " Upon this rock I will 
build my Church ; and the gates of hell shall not prevail 
against it." 

NICHOLAS rvANovicH. That was not said in this con- 
nection at all, anil proves nothing. But even if we were 
to admit tliat Clirist established the Church, how do 1 
know that it was gour Church ? 

FATHER QERistM. Because it is said, " Where two or 
three are gathered together in my name, there am 1 in 
the midst of them," 

NtcnoLAs ivAndvich. That, too, was not said in this 
connection, and proves nothing. 

FATHER qerAsim. How cam one deny the Church ? It 
alone provides salvation. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I did not deny the Church until 
I found it supported eveiything that is contrary to 
Christianity. 

FATiiBn gerAsih. It can make no mistakes, for it alone 
has the truth. Those who leave it go astray, but the 
Church is sacred. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I havc already told you that I do 
not accept that. I do not accept it because, as is said in 
the Gospfis, " By their deeds shall ye know them, by 
their fruit shall ye know them." I have found out that the 
Church blesses oaths, murders and executions. 

FATHER oEiiAaiM. The Church acknowledges and 
sanctifies the Powers ordained by God. 

During the converxatitm, Sti/6pa, Lyiiba, Lua and T&nt/a 
at diffrrent timet enter the room and nt or stand lixlening. 

NICHOLAS IVANOVICH. I know that the Gospels say, not 
only " Do not kill," but " Do not be angry," yet the 
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Church blesses the army. The Gosjiel says, " Swear i 
at all," yet the Church administers oaths. The Gnspt 



t'hen Pilate > said, " I 
Christ accepted his 



says , 

FATHER OERJsiM. Excuse me. ' 
adjure thee by the living God, 
oath by replying " I am." 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Dear me ! ^Vhat are you sayiag ? 
That is really absurd. 

FATHER gi^rAsih. That is why the Church does not 
permit everyone to interpret the Gospel, lest he should 
go astray, but like a mother caring fur her child gives 
him an interpretation suitable to his strength. No, let 
me finish ! The Church does not lay on its children 
burdens too heavy for them to bear, but demands that 
they should keep the Commandments : love, do iio 
murder, do not steal, do not commit adultery. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. Yes ! Do not kill me, do not steal 
from me my stolen goods. We have all robbed the 
people, we have stolen their land and have then made a 
law forbidding them to steal it back; and the Church 
sanctions all these things. 

FATHER oERASiH. Heresy and spiritual pride are speak- 
ing through you. You ought to conquer your intellectual 

NICHOLAS [vAnovich. It is not pride. I am only asking 
you what should I do according to Christ's law, when I have 
become conscious of the sin of robbing the people and 
enslaving them by means of the land. How am I to act r 
Continue to own land and to profit by the labour of 
starving men ; putting them to this kind of work [pomU 
to Servant mho is brijiging in the lunch and gome iPine], or am 
I to return the land to those from whom my ancestors 
stole it ? 

fATHKR oerAsim. You must act as behoves a son of the 
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Church. You have n family and children, and you must 
keep and educate them in a way suitable to tiicir jKisitiou. 

Nrn.oLAS iviNovicH. Why? 

FATHER GERism. Bccausc Gott has placed you in that 
position. If you wish to be charitable, be charitable by 
giving away part of your property and by visiting tlii: 

NICHOLAS ivXnovich. But how is it that the rich young 
man was told that the rich cannot enter the Kingdom of 
Heaven ? 

FATHER qerAbim. It is Said, "If thou wouldest be 
perfect." 

NtctiOLAs itAnovich. But I do wish to be perfect. 
The Gospels say, " Be ye perfect as your Father in 
Heaven . . ," 

FATHER oerAsih. But We have to understand in vhat 
connection a thing is said. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicK. I do try to understand, and all 
that is said in the Sermon on the Mount is plain and 
comprehensible. 

FATHER OERASiM. Spiritual pride. 

NICHOLAS iVANovicH. Where is the pride, since it is said 
that what is hidden from the wise is revealed to babes? 

FATHER QERilsiM. Rcvealcd to the meek, but not to the 

NICHOLAS IV Anovich, But who is proud ? I, who consider 
myself a man like the rest of mankind, and one who 
therefore must live like the rest by his own labour and 
as iioi>rIy as his brother men, or those who consider them- 
selves to be specially selected sacred people, knowing the 
whole truth and incapable of error ; and who interpret 
Christ's words their own way ? 

FATHER oerAsim \offended\ Pardon me, Nicholas I vAnovich, 
I did not come here to argue which of us is right, nor to 
receive an ad monition, but I called.at Alex&ndralvanovna's 
request, to talk things over with you. But since you 
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know everything better than I do, we lud better end our 
conversation. Only, once again, I must entreat you in 
God's name to come to your senses. You have gone 
cruelly astray and are ruining yourself. [Aice*]. 

MARv iviNovNA. Won't you have something to eat f 

FATHER qerAsih. No, 1 thank you. [ExUmitk AlexdMdra 
/tvfnofnd]. 

HARV ivXnovna [lo yoimg iV*eff] And what now ? 

PRIEST. Well, in my opinion, Nicholas Ivinovicb spoke 
the truth, and Father GerAsJm produced no argument on 
his side. 

PRINCESS. He was not allowed to speak, and be did not 
liki: having a kind of debate with everybody listening. 
It was his modesty that made him withdraw. 

BORfs. It wasn't modesty at aU. All he said was so 
&lse. It was evident that he had nothing to say. 

pRiNi-Ess. Yes, with your usual instability I see that 
you are beginning to agree with Nicholas IvAnovich about 
everything. If you believe such things you ought not to 
marry. 

BoRfs. I only say that truth is truth, and I can't help 
saying it, 

PRINCESS. You of all people should not talk like that. 

BORfs. Why not? 

PRINCESS. Because you are poor, and have nothiufr to 
give away. Howevtrr, all this is not our business. {^Erii, 
Joltontd by all except Nicholas Ivdnovkh and Mary Ivdnovna]. 

NICHOLAS ivANOvicn [tils pondering, then milet at hit own 
lAoughls] Mary! What is all this for? Why did you 
invite tiiat wretched, erring man? Why do those noisy 
women and that priest come into our most intimate life f 
Can we not settle our own affairs ? 

HARY iVANov.vA. What am I to do, if you want to leave 
the children penniless ? That is what I cannot quietly 
submit to. You know that I am not grasping, and that I 
want uottiiiig for myself. 
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NiciioLAi ivAnovich. 1 know, I know and believe it. 
But the misfortune is that yo» do not trust the truth. 
I know you see it, but jou can't make up your miod to 
rely on it You rely neither on the truth nor on me. 
Yet you trust the crowd — the Princess and the rest of 
them. 

HAHV ivXnovna. I believe in you, I always did ; but 
when you want to let the children go begging . . . 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. That means that you do not rely 
on me; Do you thiuk I have not struggled and have not 
feared ! But afterwards 1 became convinced that this 
course is notonly possible but obligatory, and that it is the 
one thing necessary and good for the children themselves. 
You always say that were it not for the children you 
would follow me, but I say that if we had no children we 
might live as we are doing ; we should then only be 
injuring ourselves, but now we are injuring them too. 

MARY tvJNovNA. But what am I to do, if 1 don't under- 
staad? 

NICHOLAS ivAnotich. And what am I to do ? Don't I 
know why that wretched man — dressed up in his cassock 
and wearing that cross — was sent for, and why Alexandra 
Ivtoovna brought the Notary? You want me to hand 
the estate over to you, but I can't You know that I 
have loTed you all the twenty years we have lived 
together. I love you and wish you well, and therefore 
cannot sign away the estate to you. If 1 sign it away at 
all, it can only be to give it back to those from whom it 
has been taken — the peasants. And I can't let things 
remain as they are, but must give it to them, I'm glad 
the Notary has come ; and I wUl do it. 

HAnv ivAnovna. No, that is dreadful ! Why this 
cruelty ? Though you think it a sin, still give it to me. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. You don't know what you are 
saying. If I give it to you, I cannot go on living with 
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jou ; I shall have to go away. I cannot continue to live 
under these conditiotiB. I shall not be able to look on while 
the life-blood is squeeced out of the peasants and thej 
are imprisoned, in your name if not in mine. So choose ! 

MARY ivAnovna. How cruel you are ! Is this Chris- 
tianity ? It is harshness I I cannot, after all, live as jou 
want me to, I cannot rob my own children and |pve 
everything away to other people ; and that is why you 
want to desert me. Well— do so I I see you have ceased 
loving me, and I even know why, 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. Very weU then — I will aign ; but, 
Mary, you demand the impossible of me. [Goet toivritimg' 
table and ngiu] You wished it, but I shall not be able to 
go on living like this. 
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The icene ia laid in Moscoip. A large i 
carpaUer's bench ; a table tvith papers on it ; a hook-cup- 
board ; a looting-glasi and pictures on the malt be/iind, with 
fome planh leaning in fronl of them. A Carpenter and 
Nicholas Ivdnovich tvearing a carpaUer* apron are working 
at the bench, planing. 



t board from the vice] Is that 
I Not quite, you must do it 



NiciioLAB rviNovicH [taiei a 
all right? 

CABPENTEB [setting a plane] 
more boldly — like this. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. It is easy to say boldly, but I can't 
manage it. 

cARfENTER. But why should your honour trouble to 
learn to be a carpenter ? There are such a lot of us 
nowadays that we can hardly fjet a living as it is. 

NICHOLAS iviNovit'H [at tvork again] I'm ashamed to 
lead an idle life. 

CARPENTER. YouFB is that kind of position. God has 
given you property. 

NICHOLAS ivANOvicit. That's just where it is. I don't 
believe that God gave it, but that some of us have taken 
it, and taken it from our brother men. 

CARPENTER [taken aback] That's so! But still you've 
no need to do this. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. 1 understand that it must seem 
strange to you that while living in this house where 
there is such superfluity, I should wish to earn something. 
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CARPENTER [^t^Ai] No. Eveiybody knows thftt gentle- 
folk want to master eveiything. Well, now go over it again 
with the Etnoothing plane. 

NICHOLAS itXnovich. You won't believe me and will 
laugh, but still I must teU you that formerljr I was not 
ashamed to live in this way, but now that I believe in 
Christ's law, which tells us we are all brothers — I am 
ashamed to live so. 

CARPENTER. If ;ou ut ashamcd of it, give away ^ur 
property. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I wanted to, but faUed, and gave 
it to my wife. 

CARPENTER. But after all it would not be possible for 
you to do it — you are too used to comforts. 

[Foice outnde the door] Papa, may I come in ? 

NICHOLAS iviNovicH. You may, you always may. 

Enter Lyvba. 

LVL'fiA. Good-day, Jacob I 

CARPENTER. Good-day, Miss! 

LYUBA. Boris has gone to his regiment. I am afraid of 
what he may do or say there. What do you think i 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. What can I think? He will do 
what is natural to him. 

LVi^BA. It is anfiil. He has such a short time to aerve * 
and may go and ruin his whole Ufe. 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. He did well not to come to see 
me. He understands that 1 can't say anything to him 
but what he knows himself. He told me that he handed 
in his resignation because he sees that not only is there 
no more immoral, lawless, cruel and bnibtl occupation 
than this one, the object of which is to kill, but also that 
there is nothing more degrading and mean than to have 
to submit implicitly to any man of higher rank who 
happens to come along. He knows all that 

' The period of compnlsor; service for a Univenity gndoata 
wDald b« short lo an; case. 
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LVUBA. That's just why 1 am afraid. He knows that, 
and may want to take some action. 

NICHOLAS iviNovicH, His conscience — the God that 
dwells within him — will decide that. Had he 
me I should have given him only one piece of advice : 
not to do anything in which he is guided by his 
alone — nothing is worse than that — but only to act when 
his whole being demands it Now I, for instance, wished 
to act according to Christ's injunction : to leave father, 
wife and children and to follow Him, and I left homc> 
but liow did it end f It ended by my coming back and 
living with you in luxury in town. Because I was trying 
to do more than 1 had strength for, I have landed myself 
ill this degrading and senseless position : I wish to live 
simply and to work with my hands, but in these surround- 
ings, with lackeys and porters, it seems a kind of affectation. 
I see that, even now, Jacob Nikon6rych is laughing at me. 

CARPENTER. Why should I Iftugh f You pay me, and 
give me my tea. I am grateful to you. 

ly()ba. I wonder if 1 had not better go to him. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. My dear, my darling, 1 know you 
find it hard and are frightened, though you should not 
be so. After all, I am a man who understands life. 
Nothing evil can happen. All that appears evil really 
makes one's heart more joyful ; only understand that a 
man who has started on that path will have to choose, 
and it sometimes happens that Cod's side and the 
Devil's weigh so equally that the scales oscillate, and it 
is then that the great choice lias to be made. At that 
jtoint any interference from outside is terribly dangerous 
and tormenting. It is as though a man were making 
such terrible efforts to draw a WL-ight over a ridge that 
the slightest touch would cause him to break his back. 

LYiJDA, Why should he suffer so ? 

NICHOLAS IVANOVICH. That is i 
to ask why she should suffer. There t 
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birth without sufTering, and. it is the same in spiritual 
life. One thing 1 can tell you. Boris is n true Christian, 
and coll sequent! J is free, and if you cannot as yet bo like 
hiui, or believe in God as he does, then believe iii God 
through him, 

MAnv ivANovNA [behind door] May I come in ? 

NiruoLAS ivXnovich. You may always come in. What 
a reception I'm having here to-day, 

MARY ivAnovna. Our priest, Vasily Nikonirovich, h«^ 
come. He is going to the Bishop, and has resigned I 

NICHOLAS ivXnovich. Impossible ! 

MARY IVANOVNA. He is here! I.yilba, go and call himS 
He wants to see you. [Erii Lt/irba]. I had anotherl 
reason for coming. I want to speak to you about V&nyu,' 
He behaves abominably, and does Ins lesson so badly ttiat 
he can't possibly pass ; and when I speak to him he is rude. 

NICHOLAS iviNoviCH. Mary, you know I am out of 
sympathy with the whole manner of life you are all , 
leading, and with the education you are giving to th<t^ 
children. It is a terrible question for me, whether 1 havef 
a right to see them perishing before my very eyes , , 

MARY IVANOVNA. Then you should suggest somethtogfl 
else, something definite. But what do you olFer? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. 1 cannot say what. But can only I 
say that first we should get rid of all this dejiruviuj 

MARY iyAnovna. So that they should become peasai)taf<l 
I cannot agree to that. 

Nii-HOLAS ivAnovich. Then don't consult mi 
things that grieve you are natural and inevitable. 

Enter Priest and Ijfiiba. The Priest and Nicholas IvAnooit 
tiss * one another. 

' It is not onusnal among Rnaslana for men-frieads to kiss one 
soother; bat it ia quite anusnal for a mao of poeilion to kjss a, 
village priest who calls as a visitor — and It Indicatei great ii 
or great ei 
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NinioLAS iVilNovicH, Is it possible that you have thrown 
it all up ? 

PRIEST. I could stand it no longer. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I did not expect it eo soon. 

PRIEST. But it was really impossible. In our calling 
we cannot be indifferent. We have to hear confessions, 
and to administer the Sacrament, and when once one has 
become convinced that it is all not true , . . 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Well, and what now f 

PRIEST. Now I am going to the Bishop to be questioned. 
1 am afraid he will exile me to the Solovitsk Monastery. 
At one time I thought of asking you to help me to 
escape abroad, but then I considered that it would seem 
cowardly. Only, there is my wife ! 

NICHOLAS ivAnotich. Whefc is she ? 

PHIEST. She has gone to her father's. My mother-in- 
law came and took our boy away. That hurt me very 
much, I should much like . . . [patius, rutr(utditg Mt 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Well, may God help you I Are 
you staying with us i 

PRINCESS [naauHg into the room] There now, it has 
happened. He has refused to serve, and has been put 
under arrest 1 have just been there but was not ad- 
mitted. Nicholas Iv&novich, you must go. 

LYiisA. Has he refused f How do you know ? 

PRINCESS. I was there myselfl VasHy Andr6evich, 
who is a Member of the Council, told me all about it 
Boris just walked in and told them he would serve no 
longer, would take no oath, and in feet said everything 
Nicholas Iv&novich has taught him. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Princess I Can such things be 
taught f 

PRINCESS. I don't know. Only this is not Christianity I 
What is your opinion. Father P 

PRiEn. I am no longer " Father." 
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PRiNitss. Well, all the same. However^ you are also 
one of thein I No, I cannot leave thin^ in this state. 
And what cursed ChriBtianitj it is that makes people 
suffer and perish. I hate this Christiani^ of yours. It's 
all right for you, who know you won't be touched ; t>ut I 
have only one son, and you have ruined him I 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Do be calm. Princess. 

PRINCESB. Yes you, you have ruined him ! And bavinir 
ruined him, you must save him. Go and persuade him to 
abandon all this nonsense. It's all very wrell for rich 
people, but not for us. 

lvOba [cryi)^] Papa, what can be done t 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. I will go. Perhaps I can be of 
some use. ITaka of hit aprxm]. 

PRINCESS [helping him on toith hit eoai] They would not 
let me in, but now we will go together and I shall get 
my way. [£,rfUMJ]. 



ScENi 2, 

A Govemmail office. A Clerk it tetOed at a table, and a 
Sentinel is paring up and dotvn. Enter a Getteral miA Us 
Adjutant. The Clerk jumps up, the Seittinet preteittt arm*. 

OENERAL. Where is the Colonel f 

CLEHK. Gone to see that new conscript. Your Excel* 
lency. 

OENERAL. Ah, very well. Ask him to come here to me. 

CLERK. Yes, Your Excellency. 

GENERAL. And what are you copying out ? Isn't it the 
conscript's evidence ? 

CLERK. Yes, sir, it is. 
ve it here. 
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Tie Clerk hantU Gewral the paper md taU. The General 
handt it to hit AdJutatU. 

oiNERAL. Please read it 

AiMiTTANT [reading] "These axe my answers to the 
questions |iut to me, namely: (1) Why I do not take 
my oath. (S) Why I refuse to fulfil the demands of the 
Govermnent. (S) What induced me to use words offensive 
not only to the army but also to the Highest Authorities. 
In reply to the first question : I cannot take the oath 
because I accept Christ's teaching, which directly and 
clearly forbids taking oatha, as in St. Matthew's Gospel, 
ch. 5 w. 33-S7, and in the Epistle of St James, ch. 5 
V. 12." 

OENERAi,. Of course be must be arguing ! Putting his 
own interpretations I 

ADJUTANT [go«f Off reading] " The Gospel says : ' Swear 
not at all, but let your yea be yea, and your nay, nay ; and 
what is more than these is of the evil one ! ' St James's 
Epistle says : ' Before all things, brethren, swear not by 
the heavens nor by the earth, nor by any other oath ; but 
let your yea be yea, and your nay, nay, that ye fall not 
into temptation I ' But apart from the fact that the Bible 
gives us such clear iajunctions not to swear — or even if 
it contained no such injunctions — I should still be unable 
to swear to obey the will of men, because as a Christian I 
must always obey the will of God, which does not always 
coincide with the will of men." 

OGNEHAL. He must be arguing ! If I had my way, there 
would be none of this. 

ADJUTANT [reading] "1 refuse to fulfil the demands of 
men calling themselves the Government, because . . ," 

OENEHAL. What insolence I 

ADJUTANT. "Because those demands are criminal and 
wicked. They demand of me that I should enter the 
army, and learn and prepare to commit murder, though 
this is forbidden both in the Old and the New Testa- 
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ments, and above si) by m; conscience. To the third 
question . . .'" 

EnUr CoUmel fotlonvd by Clerk. The Geiteral ikakei 
htmds mtk ColtmeL 

COLONEL. You are reading the evidence? 

OENERAL. Yes. Un{>ardonably insolent language:. Well, 

ADJUTANT. " To the third question : What induced me 
to use offensive words before the Court, mj answer is: 
that I was induced to do so by the wish to serve God, 
and in order to expose the fraud carried on in His name. 
This desire, I hope to retain till I die, and therefore , , ," 

OENERAL, Come ; that's enough ; one can't listen to all 
this balderdash. The fiict is all this sort of thing must 
he eradicated, and action taken to prevent the people 
being perverted. [7*0 Colonel] Have you spoken to him ? 

COLONEL. I have been doing so all the time, I tried to 
shame him, and also to convince him that it would only 
be worse for himself, and that he would gain nothing t^ 
it. Bt'sides that, I spoke of his relations. He iras veir 
excited, but holds to his opinions. 

OENERAL. A pity you talked to him so much. We are 
in the army not to reason, but to act. Call him here! 

Erit AdjutarU wUk Clerk. 

oENF.RAi. \siU down] No, Colonel, that's not the way. 
Fellows of this kind must be dealt with in a different 
manner. Decisive measures are needed to cut off the 
diseased limb. One maggoty sheep infects the whole 
flock. In these cases one must not be too squeamish. 
His being a Prince, and having a mother and a fianc^, is 
none of our business. We have a soldier before us and 
we must obey the Tsar's will. 

COLONEL. I only thought that we could move him more 
easily by persuasion. 

GENERAL. Not at all — by firmness ; only by linmiess ! I 
have dealt with men of that sort before. He must be 
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made to feel that he is a nonentity — a grain of dust 
beneath * chariot wheel, and that he cannot stop it. 

toLONEL. Well, we can try ! 

GENERAL [getting irrilabU] No need to try 1 I don't 
need to try ! 1 have served the Tsar for forty-four years, 
I have given and am giving my life to the service, and 
now this fellow wants to teach me and wants to read 
me theological lectures ! Let him take that to the Priest, 
but to me — he is either a soldier or a prisoner. 
That's all ! 

Enter BorU guarded by tnm SoltHen and follomed bt) 
AdjuiaiU and Cleric. 

OENERAL ^pointing tvith a finger^ Place him there. 

fiolifs. I need no placing. I shall .stand or sit where 1 
like, for I do not rec<ignise your authority. 

GENERAL. Hilence ! Yon don't ri'cugnise authority? I 
will make you recognise il. 

BORIS \siis dawn an a tiaal] Huw wrung it is of you to 

oENEiiAL. Lift him, and make him stand ! 
Soldiert raite him. 

Bonis. That yuu can do, and yon can kill me ; but you 
cannot make me submit . . . 

oGNERAi^ Silence, I tell you. Hear what 1 have to say 

Bonis. I don't in the least want to hear what you have 

"He must be taken to the 

That is the only thing to do. 

IS to send him to be examined 



. He is mad 
hospital to be examined. 

eoLONEL. The order w 
at the Gendarmes' office, 

GENERAL. Well, then, ■ 
into uniform. 

cuLUNEL. He resists. 

GENERAL. Bind him. 
to say to you. I don't 



nd him there. Only put Y 
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care what happen; 
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your own sake I advise you, bethink yourself. You wtll 
rot in B fortress, and not do any good to anyone. Civi- 
it up. Well, you flared up a bit and I flared up. [Sttifix 
kim on Ike thavlder'] Go, take the oath and give up all that 
nonsense. [To Adjulant] Is the Priest here f [To Borit] 
Well? [BorU in tilent] Why don't you answer.* Realty 
you had better do as I say. You can't break a club witli 
a whip. You can keep your opinions, but serve your 
time I We will not use force with you. Well ? 

uorIb. I have nothing more to say. 1 have said all I 
had to. 

oKMinAi.. There, you see, you wrote that there are such 
and such texts in the Gospels. Well, the Priest kaow^ 
all about that. Have a talk with the Priest, and then 
think things over. That will be best. Good-bye, and I 
hope "au revoir," when 1 shall be able to congratulate 
you on having entered tlie Tsar'a service. Send the 
Priest here. [Exit, foUomed bi/ Colonel and Adjutant]. 

BORis [To Clerk and Convoy Soliliers] There you see how 
they deceive you. They know that they are deceiving 
you. Don't submit to them. Lay down your rifles and 
go away. Let them put you into the Disciplinaiy 
Battalions and flog you ; it will not be as bad as it is to 
serve such impostors. 

ci-EHK. But how could one get on without an army? 
it's impossible. 

borIs. That is not for us to consider. We have to 
consider what God demands of us ; and Grod wonts 
ua. 

ovE OF THE soLDtEHB. But how is it that they speak of 
" the Christian army " I 

BORis, That is not said anywhere in the Bible. It's 
these impostors who invented it. 

Enter a Gendarme Officer tsiih Cleri. 

otNUARHE OFFICER. Is It here that the conscript. Prince 
Cheremshinov, is being kept ? 
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CLERK. Yes, sir. Here be is. 

GENDARME OFFICER. Come here, please. Are you Prince 
Boris Sim^ovich Cheremshinov, who refuses to take 
the oath? 

Bopfg. I am. 

QENDAHME OFFICER [tUt dOHn Olid fOUtU lo a KOi 

oppotile] Please sit down. 

BORia. I think our conversation will be quite useless. 

OENDARHB OFFICER. I don't tbink so. At any rate not 
useless to you. You see it's like tbis. I am informed 
that you refuse military service and the oath, and are 
therefore suspected of belonging to the Revolutiouaiy 
Party, and that is what I have to investigate. If it is 
true, we shall have to withdraw you from the service and 
imprison you or banish you according to the share you 
have taken in the revolution. If it is not true, we shatl 
leave you to the militaiy authorities. You see I expresii 
myself quite frankly to you, and I hope you will treat 
us in the same way. 

borIs. In the first place I cannot trust men who wear 
this sort of thing [pmnliag to the Gendarme Ogteei^t iadfoT7n\. 
Secondly, your very occupation is one I cannot respect, 
and for which I have the greatest aversion. But I do 
not refuse to answer your questions. What do you wisli 
to know ? 

oENDARME OFFICER. In the first place, tell me your name, 
your calling, and your religion ? 

BORfs. You know all that and I will not reply. Only 
one of the questions is of great importance to me. I am 
not what is called an Orthodox Christian. 

oENDABHE OFFICER. What then is your religion? 

BORfs. I do not label it. 

GENDARME OFFICER. But Stlll ? . . . 

BORfs. Well then, the Christian religion, according to 
the Sennoii on the Mount 

GENDARME OFFICER. Wdtc it down [C<«i ivntcf. To 
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Boris^ Still you recognise yourself as belouginj; to | 
nationality or rauk. 

BORis. No, I don't. I recognise myself as b man, and 
a servant of God. 

OEND&RME OKFicGR. Why doii't you consider yourself a 
member of the Russian Empire ? 

DORis. Because I do not recognise any cnipircs. 

ogndarme: OFFirER. What do yon mean by not 1 
nisiiig ? Do yon wish to overthrow them ? 

BORIS. Certainly I wish it, and work for it. 

OENnAHMEoFncER[ro Clerk] Putthatdown. [ToE 
How do you work for it ? 

DORis. By exposing fraud and lies, and by spreading 
the truth. When you entered I was telling these 
soldiers not to believe in the fraud into which they 
have been drawn. 

OENDARHR o^ncER. But beside this method of exposing 
&nd persuading, do you approve of any others^ 

uonis. No, I not only disapprove, but 1 cansider all 
violence to be a great sin ; and not only violence, but all 
concealment and craftiness . . . 

GENDARME OFFICER. Write that down. Very well. Now 
kindly let me know whom you are acquainted with, 
you know Ivash^nko? 

BORis. No. 

GENDAHMK OFFICER. Klein ? 

BOflfs. 1 have heard of him, but never met him. 

Enter Priest (an old man ivearlng a cross at 
a Bibit). The Clerk goes up to Aim and 
bUiting. 

GENDARME OFFICER. Well, I think I may stop. I consider 
that you are not dangerous, and not within our jurisdic- 
tion. I wish you a speedy release. Good-day. [Preua 
Boris' t hand]. 

BORIS. One thing I should like to say to you. Forgive 
mc, but I can't help saymg it. Why have you 1 " 
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this wicked, cruel profesaion f I shoiiki advise you to 
give it up. 

OENDARME OFFICER [fnu/cf] Thaiitc you for your advice, 
but I have my reasons. My respects to you. [To Priest] 
Father, I relinquish my place to you [Exit tritb CVeri]. 

PRIEST. How can you so grieve the authorities by re- 
fusing to fulfil the duty of a Christian, to serve the Tsar 
and your Fatherland ? 

BORIS [tnti/tng] Just because I want to fulfil my duty as 
a Christian, I do not wish to be a soldier. 

I'RiEST. Why don't you wish it f It is said that, 
" To lay down one's life for a friend " is to be a true 
Christian. . . . 

bok(b. Yes, to " lay down one's life," but not to take 
another man's. That is just what 1 want to do, to " lay 
down my life," 

PRIEST. You do not reason rightly, young man, John 
the Baptist said to the soldiers . . . 

soRfs [smiling] That only goes to prove that even in 
those days the soldiers used to rob, and he told theiu 

PRIEST. Well, but why don't yoti wish to take your oath ? 

Bonis. You know that the Gospels forbid it ! 

PRIEST. Not at all. You know that when Pilate said : 
"I adjure thee by the living God, art thoi 
the Lord Jesus Christ answered " I am." 
that oaths are not forbidden. 

Bonis. Are not you ashamed to talk i 
old man. 

I'niEST. Take my advice and don't be obstinate. Yon 
and I cannot change the world. Just take your oath 
and you'll be at ease. Leave it to the Church to know 
what is a sin and what is not. 

Bonis, Leave it to you ? Are you not afraid to take so 
much sin upon yourself P 

PRIEST. What sin ? Having been braught up firmly 
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in the faith, and having worked as a priest for thirty 
years, I can have no sins on my shoulders. 

Bonis. Whose then is the sin, when you deceive sudi 
numbers of people f What have these poor fellows got 
hi their heads ? [PobiU to Saitmel]. 

PRIEST. You and I, young man, will never settle that 
It is for U9 to obey those placed above na. 

Bonis. Leave me alone ! I am sorry for yoa aod — I 
confess — it disgusts me to listen to you. Now if you were 
like that General — but you come here with a raoss and the 
Testament to persuade roe in the name of Christ, to deny 
Christ! Go [exdiedli/]. Leave me — Go. Let me he 
taken back to the cell that I may not see anyone. I am 
tired, dreadfully tired 1 

pitiB»T. Well, if that is so, good-bye. 

Enter AdjulaaL 

ADJUTANT. Well ? 

PRIEST. Great obstinacy, great insubordination. 

ADJUTANT. So he has refused to take the oath and to 
serve? 

pRiEffr. On no account will he. 

ADJtiTANT. Then he must be taken to the hospital, 

PRIEST. And reported as ill ? That no doubt would be 
better, or his example may lead others astray. 

ADJUTANT. To be put under observation in the ward for 
the mentally diseased. Those are my orders, 

PRIEST. Certainly. My respects to you. [£mf]. 

ADJUTANT [approaches BorUi] Come, please. My orders 
are to conduct you 

Bonf s. Where to ? 

ADJUTANT. First of all to the hospital, where it will be 
quieter for you, and where you wilt have time to think 
things over. 

BORis. I've thought them over long ago. But let lu 
go I \Excuii£\. 

Cwtem. 



jbyGoogIc 



The Light Shines in Darkness 391 



in Hoipital. Head Doctor, AisUtant Doctor, an 
PatieiU in a dresnng- gofen, and two Warden 
btounex. 



FATiENT. 1 tell you that you are only leading me to 
jierdition. I have already several times felt quite welL 

HEAD DOCTOR. You must uot get excited. I should he 
glad to sign an order for you to leave the ho^ital, but 
vou know yourself that liberty is dangerous for you. If 
1 were sure that you would be looked after , . . 

PATIENT. You think I should take to drink again ? No, 
I have had my lesson, but every extra day I spend here 
uiily does me harm. You are doing [gelt excited] the 
ijpposite of what you ought to do. You are cruel. It's 
all very well for you / 

HEAD DOCTOR. Don't get excited. [Maket a ngn to 
IVarderM ; mho came up from behind]. 

PATIENT. It's easy for you to argue, l>eing at liberty; 
but how about US who are kept among madmen! \Tu 
Warderi] What are yoti after ? Be off! 

HEAD DorToR. 1 beg of you to be calm. 

PATIENT. But 1 beg and I demand tlmt you set me 
free. [Fe/&, and nishen at the Doctor, but the Warders teize 
lum. A tlruggle ; after ivhich he is taken out]. 

ASSISTANT DOCTOR. There! Now it has begun again. 
He nearly gut at you that time. 

HEAD DOCTOR. Alcoholic . . . nothing can be done. 
But there is some improvement. 

Enter Adjutant. 

ADJiTTANT. How d'you do. 

HEAD DDCTOH. Good moming I 

ADJUTANT. I have brought you an interesting fellow, a 
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certain I'riiice Cheremsli&nov, who has been coiiscri] 

but on religious grouii<ls rpfiises to serve. He was 

to the Gendarmes, but they say he does not come within 
their jurisdiction, not being a political conspirator. The 
Priest exhorted him, but also without effect. 

HEAD DOCTOR [loug/dng] Aud then as usual you bring 
him to us, as the highest Court of Appeal. Well, let's 

E-ril Assixtanl Doctor. 

ADJUTANT. He is Said to be a highly educated young 
man, and he is engaged to a rieli girl. It's extraord 
1 really consider this is the right place for himl 

HEAD DOCTOR. Yes, it's a mania. 

BoHi it broJig/d in. 

HEAD DOCTOR. Glai) to scc you. Please take a seat 
let's have a chat. [To Adjutant] Please leave us. [j 
Adjuitait]. 

BOHis. 1 should like to ask you, if possible, if yuu 
mean to lock me up somewhere, to be so good as to do. 
quickly and let me rest 

HEAD DOCTOR. Excuse me, we must keep the 
Only a few questions. What do you feel? What 
you suffering from ,* 

BOBfs, Nothing. I am perfectly well. 

HBAn DOCTOR. Yes, but you are not behaving like ol 
people. 

Bofti.i. I am behaving as my conscience demands. 

HEAD DOtroB. W^l, you SCC you have refused to 
form your military service. On what grounds ( 
do so? 

Boafs. I am a Christian, and therefore cannot < 
murder. 

HEAD DOCTOR, But one must defend one's country f 
her foes, and keep those who want to destroy the s 
order from evil-doing. 

dobIs. No one is attacking our country ; and there || 
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more among the govemora who destroy social order, 
than there are among thme whom thej oppress. 

HCAD DOCTOR. Yes f But what do you mean by 
thatP 

borIs. I mean this ; the chief cause of evil — v6dka — is 
sold by the Govemment; false and fraudulent religion is 
also fostered by the Government ; and this military service 
which they demand of me— and which is the chief means 
of demoralising the people — is also demanded by the 
Guvemment. 

HEAD DOCTOR. Then, in your opinion, Government and 
the State are unnecessary. 

BORiti That I don't know ; but I know for certain that 
I must take no part in evil-doing. 

HEAD DOCTOR. But what is to become of the world i Is 
not our reason given in order to enable us to look ahead. 

BOBfs. It is also given in order to enable us to see that 
social order should not he maintained by violence, but by 
goodness; and that one man's refusal to participate in 
evil cannot be at all dangerous. 

HEAD DOCTOR. Well now, allow me to examine you a 
bit. Will you have the goodness to lie down? [Begmt 
Umdaitg Aim] You feel no pain here ? 

BORfS. No. 

HEAD DOCTOR. Nor here? 

Boais. No. 

HEAD DOCTOR. Take a deep breath, please. Now don't 
breathe. Now allow me [take* out a-nutuia-e and meatura 
Jorehead and note]. Now be so good as to shut your eyes 
and walk. 

dorIb. Are you not ashamed to do all this ? 

HEAD DOCTOR. What do you mean? 

Boafs. All this nonsense i You know that I am quite 
well and that I am sent here because I refuse to take 
part in their evil deeds, and because they have no answer 
to give to the truth I told them ; and that is why they 
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pretend to think tae mail. Atiil you co-operat« with 
tliem. It is horriJ and it is shomefiil. Don't do it ! 

HEAD DOCTOR, Then you don't wish to walk ? 

BOrIs. No, I don't. You may torture luc, but you must 
do it yourself; 1 won't help yoa. [Uaily] Let me alone' 
[The Doctor preiite» bullan of bell. F.nler two fyarden]. 

HEAD DoiToH. Don't get cxcittd. 1 quite understand 
tliat your nerves are strained. Will you please go to 

Enter Attitlant Doctor. 

A*siBTANT DOCTOR. Some visitofa have just come 
Clieremshaiiov. 

BoRfs. Who are they ? 

ASSISTANT DoiTOR. Sary-utsov and his daughter. 
bonis. I should liku to see them. 

HEAD DOCTOR. There is no reason why you shouldl 
Ask them in. You may see them here. [Exit, fo 
by Attialant and IVardrrt], 

Enter Nkkolat Ivdnovich and Lijiba, TKe Prineett 
m at the door and iayi, " Go in, I'll come later." 
lvCba [goes straight to Boris, iaJia kh head m 
and Icistes him] Poor Boris. 

I feel so well, so joyful, so 
■ei Nicholas Ivdnavich']. 
e come to say chiefly one 
I such iiffnirs it is worse to 
ough. And in this matter 
the Gospels, and not think 
do that " : " When they 




BDRfs. No, don't pity me. 
light. How d'you do. [A'i 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I hs 
thing to you. First of all, 
overdo it than not to do i 
you should do as is said ii 
beforehand, " I shall say this, 

deliver you up, take no thought how or what ye shall 
speak : for it is not ye that speak, but the Spirit of your 
Father who speuketh in you." That is to say, do not act 
because you have reasoned out beforehand that you should 
do so and so, but act only when your whole being feels 
that you cannot act otherwise. 

Doais. I have done so. I did not think I should refuse 



The Light Shines in Darkness 395 

to serve ; but when I uw all this fnud, thoae Mirrors of 
Justice, those Documents, the Police and Officers smoking, 
I could not help SKpng what I did. I waa frightened, 
but onlj' till I had begun, after that it wu all bo simple 
and joyful. 

Lyuba titf domt and rrie*. 

NicMoLAB iviInovich. Above all, do nothing for the sake 
of being praised, or to gain the approval of those whose 
opinion ^u value. For m^elf I can say definitely, that 
if you take the oath at once, and enter the service, I shall 
love and esteem you not less but more than before ; 
because not the things that take place in the eiternat 
world are valuable, but that which goes on within the 

Bonis. Of course, for what happens within the soul must 
make a change in the outside world. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Well, I have said my say. Your 
mother is here. She is terribly upset. If you can do 
what she asks, do it — that is what I wished to say to 
you. 

From the corridor ovUide hyiterieal Keeping ii heard. A 
Lunatic rujhes in.folUmed 6y Warden mho drag Mm out again. 

lyCba. How terrible t And you will be kept here i 

nanin. I am not afraid of it, I'm afraid of nothing 
now ! I feel so happy, the only thing I fear is what you 
feel about it. Do help me ; I am sure you will I 

LY^BA. Can I be glad about it? 

NICHOLAS ivAnoticii. Not glad, that is impossible. I 
myself am not glad. I suffer on his account and would 
gladly take his place, but though I suffer I yet know 
that it is well. 

ly6ba. It may be well; but when will they set him 
free? 

BOHfs. No one knows. I do not think of the future. 
The present is so good, and yon can make it still better. 
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Eitler the PrinceM, hti mollier 



1 wait no longer ! [To NithuUu Ivdnot 



Well, liaveyou persuaded 
my darling, you understand, don't you, what I suffer? 
For thirty years I have lived but for you ; rearing you, 
rejoicing in you. And now when everything has been 
done and is complete — you suddenly renounce everything. 
Prison and disgrace I Oh no ! Borya I 

BORfs. Mamma ! Listen to me. 

PRINCESB [lo Nicholas Ivdnoiiich] Why do you say 
nothing ? You have ruined him, it is for you to persu&de 
him. It's all very well for you ! Lytiba, do speak to him ! 

LYIJBA. I cannot ! 

ooafs. Mamma, do understand that there are things that 
are as impossible as flying ; and I cannot serve in the army. 

PRINCESS. You think that you can't I Nonsense. 
Everybody has served and does serve. You and Nicholas 
IvAiiovich have invented some new sort of Christianity 
which is not Christianity, but a devilish doctrine to make 
everybody suffer ! 

BORfs. As is said in tlte Gospels ! 

PRINCESS. Nothing of the kind, or if it is, then all the 
same it is stupid. Darling, B6rya, have pity on me. 
[Thron-i herself on his neck, tveeps] My whole life has 
been nothing but sorrow. There was but one ray of 
joy, and you are turning it into torture. BiSiya — have 
pity on me ! 

oonfs. Mamma, this is terribly hard on me. But I 
cannot explain it to you. 

PRINCESS. Come now, don't refuse — say you will serve ! 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich, Say you will think it over — and do 
think it over. 

BORi.q. Very well then. But you too. Mamma, should 
have |>ity on me. It is hard on me too. [Crie* are again 
heard from Ike corridor^. You know I'm in a lunatic 
asylum, and might really go mad. 



I'm in a lunatic | 
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Enter Head Doctor. 

HEAD DOCTOR. Madam, this tOAy hare very bad conse- 
quencea. Your son is in a highly excited condition. I 
think we roust put an end to this interview. You may 
call on visiting days — ThursdayB and Sundays. Please 
come to see him before twelve o'clock. 

PHiNCEsa. Very well, very well, I will go. B6rya, good- 
bye ! Think it over. Have pity on me and meet me 
next Thursday with good news ! 

NICHOLAS iyAnovich [ikaJoHg hand* mih BorU] Think it 
over with God's help, and as if you knew you were to die 
to-morrow. Only so will you decide rightly. Good-bye. 

BORfs [appnacMng Lyiba] And what do you say to me ? 

LYUBA. I cannot lie ; and I do not understand why you 
should torment yourself and everybody. I do not under- 
stand — and can say nothing. \Goet out weeping. Exeunt 
all except Borf»]. 

bor(s [alone] Oh how hard it is ! Oh, how hard. Lord 
help me ! [iVo^*]. 

Enter Waniert mlh dretting-gown. 

WARDER. Please change. 

Borit pule on dretting-gomt. 
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In Moscow a year later. A ilrnmng-room in Ihe Sary 
town koiise it prepared for a dance. Footmen are arrairghg 
plantt round Ike grand piano. Enter Mary Ivdnovna m an 
elegant silk drest, tpilk Alexdndra Ivdnovna. 

MARY ivAnovna. a ball ? No, only a dance ! A 
" Juvenile Party " as they once used to say. My children 
took part in the Theatricals at the Makofs, and have 
been asked to dances everywhere, bo 1 must return the 
invitations, 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. I aiD afraid Nicholas does not 
like it. 

MARV iviNovNA. I can't help it [To FoottXen] Put it 
here ! [To Alexdndra Ivdnovna] God knows how glad 1 
should be not to cause him unpleasantness. But I think 
he has become much less exacting. 

ALGJ^ANDRA ivANovNA. No, HO ! Ouly he docs not show 
it ED much. I saw how upset he was when he went off 
to his own room after dinner. 

MARY ivANovNA. What can I do? After all, people 
must live. We have seven children, and if they find no 
amusement at home, heaven knows what they may be up 
to, Anyhow I am quite happy about LyLiba now. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. Has he proposed, then ? 

UMi\ IVANOVNA. As good as proposed. He has spoken 
to her, and she has said. Yes ! 

ale.yAndra ivAnovna. That again will be ;i terrible 
blow to Nicholas. 

39» 
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MARV ivjInovna. Oh, he knows. He caa't help knowing, 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. He (loes not hke him. 

MARV ivAnovna [lo the Foolmen\ Put the fniit on the 
side-board. Like whom ? Alexander Mikaylovich ? Of 
course not ; because he is a living negation of all 
Nichola-s's pet theories. A nice pleasant kindly man of 
the world. But oh I Tliat terrible night-mare — that affair 
of Boris Cheremshanov'a. What has happened to him ? 

alkxAndra ivAnovna. Lisa has been to see him. He is 
still there. She sajs he has grown terribly thin, and the 
Doctors fear for his life or his reason. 



sne of the terrible sacrifices 
Why need he have been 



e to play ? 



t seat and wait a little. 



MARY ivAnovna. Yes, he is 
caused by Nicholas's ideas. 
ruined i 1 never wished it. 

Enter Pianist. 

MARV iVANovNA [to Pianist] Havt 

PIANIST, Yes, I am the pianist. 

MAHV ivAnovna. Please take i 
Won't you have a cup of tea ? 

PIANIST [goes lo piano] No, thank you ! 

MARY ivAnovna. I never wished it, I liked B6rya, but 
still he was not a suitable match for Lyilba — especially 'after 
he let himself be carried away by Nicholas Ivdnovich's ideas. 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. But still, the strength of his con- 
YJctiona is astonishing. See what he endures I They 
tell him that as long as he persists in refusing to serve, 
he will either remain where he is or be sent to the 
fortress ; but his reply is always the same. And yet 
Lisa says he is fiill of joy and even merry! 

MARY ivAnovna. Fanatlc ! But here comes Alexander 
Mikaylovich ! 

Enter Alexander MiiA/lovich Starkdvti^,^ m elegant man in 
evening dress. 

1 AlexADdei in hia Chriatiau name, Mikily1oviob( = Bon of Michael) 
Is bis paCTODjmic, aod Starkdvsli; iti bta suraEuue which ia seldoin 
mad in oidiuary looial lite. 
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btark6vsky. I am afraid I have come too soon. [iCiuet 
the handt of both ladiei\. 

MARY ivAnovna. So much the better. 

sTARKdvsKY. And LfubtSv NikoUyevoa ? ' She propoaed 
to dance a great deal so as to mijte up for the time she 
has lost, and I have undertaken to help her. 

HABY ivAnovna. She is sorting favours for the cotiUioa. 

sTARKtivsKV. I will go and help her, if I ma; ? 

MARV ivAnovna. Certaialf. 

A* Starkdoth) u goiitg out he meett I^iiha m eeatrng, hid 
not tour-necked, drttt carryatg a ctuhitm mtk ilart and 
ribboiu. 

LYiioA. Ah ! here jou are. Good ! Now you can help 
me. There are three more cushions in the drawing-room. 
Go and fetch them all. 

stark6vbky. I Ry to do go I 

MARY tvANOVNA. Now, Ly&ba ; friends are coming, and 
they will be sure to hint and ask questions. May we 
announce itf 

lyi)ba. No, Mamma, no. Why ? Let them ask 1 Papa 
will not like it. 

MARY iVANOVNA. But he knows or guesses ; and he will 
have to be told sooner or later. I think it would be 
better to announce it to-day. Why, C'etl le secret dt la 
comidie.'^ 

LYt)BA. No, no. Mamma, please don't. It would spoil our 
whole evening. No, no, you muat not 

HARY ivAnotna. Well, as you please. 

LYiiBA. All right then : after the dance, just before 
supper. 

Enter Slaridotty. 

LviJaA. Well, have you got them? 

> Ljlibov NikoUma ( = Love daaghter of Nlobolaa) ia th« ooor. 
teoDB v^j of naming Ljbba, The latter is a pet namB. 
■ Jt is only a onnedr B«otet. 
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MARY ivAnovna. I'll go and have a look at the little 
ones. [Eiii milk Alexandra Ivdnovna], 

xTAaKdvsKY [cartymg three eushioas, which he tteadiet mUh 
hU chin, and dropping things om ihe rva^] Duu't trouble, 
Lyiibov Nikoliyevna, I'll pick them up. Well, you have 
prepared a lot of favours. If only I can manage to lead 
the dauce properly ! Vinya, come along. 

vAnya [bringing more Javours] This is the whole lot. 
Lyilbs, Alexander Mik^ylovich and I have a bet on, which 
of us will will the most favours. 

aTARKivsKY. It will be easy for you, for you know every- 
body here, and will gain them easily, while I shall have to 
iharm the young ladies first before winning anything, It 
means that I am giving you a start of forty points. 

vAnva. But then you are a fianc^, and I am a 
boy. 

8tark6vbky. Well no, I am nut a fiauc^ yet, and 1 am 
worse than a boy. 

t,Yi}BA. Vanya, please go to my room and fetch the gum 
and the pin-cushion from the what-not. Only for good- 
ness' sake don't break anything. 

viNVA, I'll break everything! [Runt off]. 

stark6vskv [laies Lj/iiba's hand] l.yiiba, may I ? I am so 
happy. [Kittc* her hand] The mazurka Ib mine, but that 



much in a mazurka, and I 
to my people that I have been 



must speak. May I wii 
accepted and am happy i 

LYUBA. Yes, to-night. 

aTARKdviKV. One wi 
Ivinovich take it? Ha' 

lyOba. No, I haven't 
he now takes everything that 
will say," Do nsynu think best. 
at heart. 

sTARK<ivsKV. Because 1 am not Cheremsh4n< 
I am a Marechal de la Noblesse? 



'e you told h: 
; but 1 will. 



}w wilt Nicholas 

1 ? Yes ? 

He will take it as 

the family. He 

But he will be grieved 

Because 
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i the onl; truth I Well, mnd 
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LYi^BA. Yes. But [ have struggled with mysell 
deceived myself Tor his sake ; und it is not because ! 
him less that I am now doing not what he wants, but it is 
because I can't lie. He himself says so. I do so want 
to live/ 

stark6vskv. And life i 
what of Cheremshanov? 

LyiJBA [excitedly] Don't speak of him to me ! t wish to 
blame him, to blame bim whilst he is sufTering; and I 
know it is because 1 feel guilty towards him. Ail I know 
is that 1 feel there is a kind of love— and 1 think a more 
real love than 1 ever felt for him. 

STARK^VSKY. Lyiiba, is that ttlie ? 

LYiiBA. You wish me to say that 1 love you with that 
real love — but 1 won't say it. 1 do love you with a 
different kind of love; but it is not the real thing either I 
Neither tfae one nor the other is the real thing — if only 
they could be mixed together 1 

sTA)tK6vsKv. No, no, I am satisfied with mine. [^KitKt 
her kand'^ Lyiiba ] 

LYi^BA [puthet him amai/] No, let us sort these things. 
They are beginning to arrive. 

ETtter Princeu with T6nya and a Utile prl. 

LYiisA. Mamma will be here in a moment. 

PRINCESS. Are we the first ? 

sTAHKdvsKY. Some one must be ! 1 have suggested 
making a gutta-percha dummy to be the first arrival t 

Enter Sti)6pa, tdta Vdni/a earring the gum attd pia-cuthion. 

sty5fa. I expected to see you at the Italian opera last 

t6nva. Wc were at my Aunt's, sewing for the chsri^ 



Enter Students, Ladies, Mary Ivdnovna and 
COUNTESS. Shan't we see Nicholas Ivinovich ? 
UARY ivAnovna. No, be never leaves his study to 
to our gathering. 




The Light Shines in Darkness 403 

STAHs6v£KV. Quadrille, pletise ! [Clapi A« /lanils. The 
dnnceri take their places and dance\. 

At-ExANDRA ivAnovna \approaehet Mart/ /udnoww] He ia 
terribly agitated. He has been to see Boris, antl he came 
baek tind sun there was a bull, and now he wants to go 
away ! I went \i\i to his door and overheard him talkuig 
to Alexander Petr6vich, 

MAitr (vAnovna. Well ? 

starkAvskv. Rood des dames. Les cavaliert en avanl I ' 

ALEXANDRA ivAnovna. He has made up his mind that it 
IB impossible for him to live so, and he is going away. 

MARy ivAnovna. What a torment the man isl [£j)<]. 



Scene 2 

NichoUm fvifnovich't room. The dance imuic u heard in 
the dutancr. Nicholas lednovkh has on oi'ercoal on. He 
putt a letter on the table. Alexander Petravick, dressed in 
ragged clothes, is wilh hint. 

ALEXANDER PETiiivicH. Don't worry, we Can reach the 
Caucasus without spending a penny, and there yuu can 
settle down. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. We will go by rail as far as Tlila, 
and from thence on foot. Well, I'm ready. [PuU letter 
in the middle of the table, and goes to the door, where he 
meets Mary Ivdnoima] Oh ! Why have you come here ? 

■ MARY IVANOVNA. Why indeed ? To prevent your doing 
a cruel thing. What's all this for > Why d'you do it ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovicn. Why ? Because I cannot continue 
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living like this. I i^annot endure this terrible, depi 
life. 

MiiRV ivANovNA. It is awful. My life — which I gin 
whotlj to you and the children — has all of a sudden 
become "depraved." [Sees Alexander Pelrdvich] R^nvoges 
au momt cet homme, Je ne veiix pas t/u'il soil limoin de ceile 
amversatum.^ 

AUvXANocn PKTRiivicH. Camprenet, Toujot 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Wait for nie out there, Aleu 
Petr6vich, I'll come in a miuute, 

ExU Alexander Pelrfmich. 

MARY ivixovNA. And what can you 
with such a man a.<i tliat ? Why is he nearer to jou than 
your own wife ? It is incomprehensible ! And where 
are you going ? 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. I have left a letter for you. i did 
not want to speak ; it is too hard ; but if you wish it, I 
will try to say it quietly. 

w^nv IVANOVNA. No, I don't understand. Why do you 
hate and torture your wife, who has given up everything 
for you ? Tell me, have I been going to balls, or gone 
in for dress, or flirted ? My whole life has been devoted 
to the family. I nursed them all myself; 1 brought them 
up, and this last year the whole weight of their education, 
and the managing our affairs, has fallen on mc. . . . 

NICHOLAS ivXkovich \ijUerrupling\ But all this weight 
falb on you, because you do not wish to live as I pro- 
posed. 

MARV ivAnovna. But that was impossible! Ask anyone! 
It was impossible to let the children grow up illiterate, 
HH you wished them to do, and for me to do the washing 
and cooking. 



' At least send tbat man awa;. I don't wUb him to be a 
ot onr conversation. 
Alezaoder Fetriivioh replies in ver; bad French : " I ander 
n olnajB to go ana; I " 
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NICHOLAS ivjIsovich. I ncvcr wanted that ! 

MARV ivANoviuA. Well, Hflyliow it was sometliing of that 
kind ! No, you are u Christian, you wish to do gotid, 
and you say you love men ; then why do you torture the 
womau who has devoted her whole life to you P 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. How do I torture you? I lovi' 
you, but . . . 

MARY tv^NovNA. But is it not torturing me to leave me 
and to go away? What will everybody say? One of two 
things, either that I am a bad woman, or that you are 

NICHOLAS iVANovicn. Well, let us say I am mad; but 
I can't live like this. 

UARY ivAnovna. But what is there so terrible in it, 
even if onct: in a winter (and only once, because I feared 
you would not like it) 1 do give a party — and even then 
a very simple one, only ask Manyn and Barbara Vasllyevna 1 
Everybody said I could not <lo less — and that it was 
absolutely necessary. And now it seems even a criini-, 
for which 1 shall have to suffer disgrace. And not only 
disgrace. The worst of all is that you no longer love 
me! You love everyone else — the whole world, includ- 
hig that drunken Alexander Petr<Svich — but 1 still love 
you and cannot hve without you. Why do you do it? 
Why? [H'eept]. 

NICHOLAS iVANuvK-'i), But you don't even wish to uniler- 
stand my life ; my Bpiritual life. 

MARY ivAnovna. I do wish to understand it, but 1 can't. 
I see that your Christianity has made you hate your 
family and hate me ; but I don't understand why 1 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich, You see the others do understand I 

MARY rvANovNA. Who? Alexander Petr6vich, who gets 
money out of you ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. He and others : Tinya and Vaslly 
Nikoti6rovich. But even if nobody understood it, that 
would make no difference! 
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MARY itAnovna. Vasfly Nikondrovich has repented, and 
has got bis living back, and Tdnya is at this very nioment 
dancing and flirting witb Sty6pa. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. I am sorry to bear it, but it does not 
turn black into white, and it cannot change my life. 
Mary I You do not need roe. Let me go I I have tried 
to share your life and to bring into it what for me 
constitutes the whole of life; but it is impossible. It 
only results in torturing myself and you. I not only 
torment myself, but spoil the work J try to accomplish. 
Everybody, including that vety Alexander Petr6vich, has 
the right to tell me that 1 am a hypocrite ; that I talk 
but do not act ! That I preach the Gospel of pover^ 
while I live in luxury, pretending that I have given up 
everything to my wife I 

MARY ivAnovna. So you are ashamed of what people 
say ? Really, can't you rise above that f 

NICHOLAS ivANOVtcH. It's uot that I am ashamed (though 
I am ashamed), but that I am spoiling God's work. 

MARY ivAnovna. You yourself often say that it fidfils 
itself despite man's opposition ; but that's not the point. 
Tell me, what do you want of me ? 

NICHOLAS ivAnotich. Haven't I told you ? 

MARY ivAnovna. But, Nicholas, you know that that is 
impossible. Only think, Lydba is now getting married ; 
Viuya is entering the university ; Missy and KMya are 
studying. How can I break all that o£F? 

NICHOLAS tvAnovich. Then what am I to do? 

MARY ivAnovna. Do as you say one should do: have 
patience, love. Is it too hard for you? Only bear with 
us and do not take yourself &om us I Come, what is it 
that torments you ? 

Enter Vdnya running. 

vAnya. Mamma, they are '^ll'"g you I 

MARY ivAnovna. Tell them I cau't come. Go, go I 

vAmya. Do ccune 1 [He nmt ojf]. 
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iVANovicH. You don't wish to see eye to eye 
^nor to understand me. 

UAHV ivAnovna. tt 19 not that I don't wish to, but that 
I can't. 

NICHOLAS iviInovich. No, you don't wish to, tuid we 
drift further and further apart. Only enter into my 
feelings ; put yourself for a moment in ray place, and you 
will understand. First, the whole life here is thoroughly 
depraved. You are vexed with the expression, but I can 
give no other name to a life built wholly on robbery ; for 
the money you live on is taken from the land you have 
stolen frora the peasants. Moreover, I see that this life 
is demoralising the children : "Whoso shall cause one of 
these little ones to stumble," and I see how they are 
perishing and becoming depraved before my very eyes, 
1 cannot bear it when growu-up men dressed up in 
swallow-tail coats serve us as if they were slaves. Every 
dinner we have is a torture to me. 

MARY ivAnovna. But all this was so before. Is it not 
done by everyone — both here and abroad ? 

NICHOLAS ivANOvim. But / can't do it. Since I realised 
that we are all brothers, I cannot see it without suffering. 

UAHV ivAnovna. That is as you please. One can invent 
anything. 

NICHOLAS IVANOVICH [Ao(/^] It's just this want of under- 
stauiding that is so terrible. Take for instance to-day ! 
I spent this morning at Rzlidnov's lodging-house, among 
the outcasts there; and I saw an infant literally die of 
hunger ; a boy suffering from alcoholism ; and a con- 
sumptive charwoman rinsing clothes outside in the cold. 
Then I returned home, and a footman with a white tie 
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being goade J to lunacy ami to deBtruction, that the Gorern- 
ment inay be rid of him ! I know, and they kaovr, that 
his heart is weak, and so they pruvokc bim, and drag him 
to a ward for raving lunatics. It is too dreadful, too 
dreadful. And when I cume home, 1 hear that the one 
member of our family who understood — not me but tlie 
truth — has thrown over both her betrothed to whom 
she had promised her love, and the truth, and is going to 
marry a lackey, a liar . . . 

MARV ivANovN*. How Very Christiiin I 

MCPiOL.^s iv\N0VH'H. Yes, it ia wrong of me, and I am to 
blame, but 1 only want you to put yourself in my place. 
I mean to say that she has turned from the truth . . . 

M*BY ivAnovN*. You say, "from the tnith " ; but other 
jjfople— the majority — say from "an error." You see 
Vasfly Nikon6rovich once thought he was in error, but 
now has come back to the Chureli. 

NICHOLAS ivAnoviih. 'Htst's im[>ossibte 

HAHV nknoyHA. He lius written to Lisa ! She will show 
you the letter. That sort of conversion is very unstable. 
So also in T6nya's cast- ; I won't even speak of that 
fellow Alexander Petr6vich, who simply considers it 
pro6table 1 

Nii-iioLAS ivAnovich [gelling angr^] Well, no matter. 1 
only ask gou to understand ine. I still consider that 
truth is truth ! All this hurts me very much. And here 
at horac 1 see a Christmas-tree, a ball, and hundreds of 
roubles being spent while men are dying of hunger. 1 
cannot live so. Have pity on me, I am worried to detttb. 
Let me go ! Good-bye. 

MARV ivAnovna. Ifyou go, 1 willgo with you. Or if not 
with you, 1 will throw myself under the tmin you leave 
by; and let them all go to perdition — and Missy and Kdtya 
too. Oh my God, my God. What torture! Why? 
What for? [tVeepi]. 

NICHOLAS ivAnuvil'h [ot the tfeor] Alexander PctrAvicb, 



The Light Shines in Darkness 409 

go home I I am not going. [To hii fvife] Very well, I 
will stay. [Takef off Itix m^ercoai]. 

MARY tvA^^ovNA \emhracing Aim] We have not much 
longer to live. Don't let us spoil everything after 
twenty-eiglit years of life together. Well, I'll give no 
more parties ; but <Io not punish me bo. 

Enter Vdnya and Ktilt/a running. 

vAnya and KATVA. Mamnin, be quick — come. 

MARY IvAnovna. Coming, coming. So let us forgive 
one another ! [Exit with Kdtya and Vdnt/a^. 

NICHOLAS ivAnoviih. A child, a TL-gular child ; or a cunning 
woman? No, a cunning child. Yes, yes. It seems Thou 
dost not wish mc to be Thy servant in this Thy work. 
Thou wishest me to be humiliated, so that everyone may 
point his finger at me and say, " He preaches, but he does 
not perform." Well, let them! Thou knoweat best 
what Thou requires! : submission, humility ! Ah, if 1 
could but rise to that height I 

Enter Lita. 

LISA. £xcu>te nie. 1 have brought you a letter from 
Vasily Nikondrovich. It is addressed to me, but he asks 
me to tell you. 

?Anovicii, Can it be really true ? 

Shall I read it } 
(Anovich. Please do. 

LISA [reoJiBg] ■' I write to beg you to communicate this 
to Nicholas Iv&novich. I greatly regret the error which 
led me o[>enly to stray from the Holy Orthodon Church, 
to which 1 rejoice to have now returned. I hope you and 
Nicholas Ivinovich will follow the same path. Please 
forgive me ! " 

NicHOLits ivAn'ovich. Thev have tortured him into this, 
poor fellow. But still it is terriblt. 

LISA. I also came to tell you that the Princess is here. 
She came upF^tairs to me in a dreadfully excited state 
ftod is determined to see you. She has just been to see 
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eivt' nie^ You do me that honour? 
I don't give you my hand, for I hate 
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Boris. I think you hail better not see her. What good 
can it do for her to see you f 

NICHOLAS ivXnovich. No. Call her in. Evidently 
IB filled to be a day of dreadful torture. 

USA. Then I'll go and call her. [Eri/]. 

MciiDLAS iVitNovit'H [o/one] Yes — could I but 
that life consists only in serving Tliee ; and that if Thou 
sendest a trial, it is because Thou boldest me capable of 
enduring it, and knowest that my strength is equal to it : 
else it would not be a trial. . . . Father, help me — help 
me to do Thy will. 

Enter Princeit. 

PRINCESS. You rec 
My respects to you. 
you and desjiise you, 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. What has happened ? 

PRINCESS. Just this, that they are moving him to the 
Disciplinary Battalion ; and it is you who are the caose 
of it 

NICHOLAS iVANovicii. Priiicfss, if yoti want anything, 
tell me what it is ; but if you have come here merely to 
abuse me, you only injure yourself. You cannot offend 
me, for with my whole heart 1 sympathise with you and 
pity you ! 

PRINCESS. What charity ! What exalted Christianity ! 
No, Mr, Sar/ntsov, you cannot deceive me I We know 
you now. You have ruined my son, but you don't care: 
and you go giving balls; and your daughter — my son'i 
betrothed — is to be married and make a good match, thai 
you approve of; while you pretend to lead a simple life, 
and go carpentering. How repulsive you are to 
with your new-fangled Pharisaism. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich. Don't excite yourself so. Princess. 
Tell me what you have come for — surely it was nol 
simply to scold me ? 

PRiNCEBB. Yes, that too ! I must find vent for all tbJ^ 
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■ccmnulated pain. But what I want is this : He in 
being removed to the Disciplin&iy Battalion, and I 
cannot l>ear it It is you who have done it. Youl 
You I You! 

NIC1101.AS iyAnovich. Not 1, but God. And God knows 
how Bony I am for you. Do not resist this wilL He 
wants to test you. Bear the trial meekly. 

pRiNCCBs. I cannot bear it meekly. My whole life was 
wrapped up in my son ; and you have taken him from 
me and mined him. I cannot be calm. I have come to 
you — it is my last attempt to tell you that you have 
ruined him and that it is for you to save him. Go and 
prevail on them to set him free. Go and see the 
Governor-General, the Emperor, or whom you please. 
It is your duty to do it. If you don't do it, I know what 
I shall do. You will have to answer to me for it I 

NICHOLAS ivANovicH. Tcach me what to do. I am 
ready to do anything. 

PRINCESS. I again repeat it — you must save him t If 
you do not — beware I Good-bye. [£»(]. 

Nicholat Ivtbtovich (oAme). Lia down on u^a. Silence. 
Tkt door opau vmd At dance mtuic loundt louder. Enter 
S^fdpo. 

STY<iPA. Papa is not here, come in 1 

Enter the adullt and tie children, dancing n coupUi. 

LYi^BA [noticing Nicholat Ivdnavick] Ah, you are here. 
Excuse us. 

NICHOLAS ivAnovich [riftn^] Never mind. [Exit dancing 
couplet]. 

NICHOLAS ivj^ovich. Vastly Nikon6rovich has recanted. 
I have ruined Boris. Lydba is getting married. Can it 
be that I have been mistaken f Mistaken in believing 
in Thee ? No I Father help me I 
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Tolstoy left the following notes for a fifth act ' 
wu never written. 



ACT V 

Disciplinary Battalion, A cell. Prisoners sitting m 
lying. Boris is reading the Gi>spe1 and esplaining I 
A man who has been flogged is brought in. 
there were but a Pugachev ^ to revenge us o 
you." The Princess bursts in, hut is turned out. Con- 
flict with an officer. Prisoners led to prayers. Boris 
sent to the Penitentiary Cell : " He shall be flogged 1 " 



i 

uest^^^H 



Scene changa. 
The Tsar's Cabinet, Cigarettes ; jokes ; caresses. 
Princess is announced. " Let her wait." Enter 
tioners, (lattery, then the Princess. Her request' 
refused. Exit. 

Scene changei. 
Mary Ivinovna talks about illness with the 
"He has changed, has become more gentle, bul 
pirited." Enter Nicholas Ivanovich and speaks to Doctor 
about tlie uselessness of treatment. But for his wife's 
sake he agrees to it. Enter TAnya with Sty6pa, Lyiiba 
with Starkiivsky. Conversation about land. Nicholas 
Ivinovich tries not to offend them. Exeunt all. Nicholas 
Ivdrovich with Lisa. " I am always in doubt whether I 
have done right. I have accomplished nothing. Boris 
has perished. Vastly NikonArovich has recanted. I set 
an example of weakness. Evidently God does not wish 
me to be his servant. He has many other servants- 

' PogacheT was the leader of a formidable rebellion in Ituss 
the eighteen Ch ceotaij. 
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c»n ftccomplish bis will without me, and he who reoUscB 
this is at peace," Exit Lisa. He prays. The Princew 
rushes in and shoots him. Everybody comes ninning into 
the room. He says he did it himself by accident. He 
writes a petitiou to the Emperor. Enter Vasilj Nikonti- 
rovich with Doukhobors.^ Dies rejoicing that the fraud 
of the Church is exposed, and that he has understood the 
meaning of his life. 

TAu p/oy leaf begun in the 'eighties, and contimud m 
1900 md 1!H>2- 

■ Tolstoy did not fully resliM the tacts (dstcrlbtd in A Peeidiar 
PtapU) of the Doakbobors' enbrniaBion to their leader, or of their 
belief in him as an incairi&tloD of the Deity. Infaot, when he wrote 
this plaj, Tolstoy regarded (he Donkhobora ai a type of what all 
Christians shonld b«. 



KND or "the uoht shines in dahkness." 
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